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Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


JOHN HARVEY, 
Of Thurly in Bedford ſhire, Elq; 


ER 


Ere Patrons bound 
to Defend Boks 
they never ſaw, as 


Seconds are, to Fight Men they 
never beard of 1 ſhou d not have 
Prefum'd to bave mad? Ton a 
Dedication ; for I am Oblig'd to 
Wrell the World of my Misfortune. 
A 2 T or 


ſekves, without Fault ; I am not ſo 


 ——— 


The Epiſtle 
Tou never ſaw one Line of theſe 
Elegies, and ſo are abſolutely diſ- 
engag d from all Inadvertencies, 
Faults, and Follys, of what Na- 
ture ſoever. And tho' Men are 
generally as fond of the Iſſues of 
their Brain, as thoſe of their Bo- 
dy, and partially give it for them- 


Conceited of mine, as to thi I 
bave writ without Miſtakes, tho' 
there is none that 1 know of. 

. You may remember, in July 
laſk, when I made you a Vii 
about Peterborough, I told you 
I bad ſome Fapers of this Natur 
in ſome Friends Hands im Town 
and wiſh'd I bad had em then, t 
have taken your 1houghts : - 


 Dedicatory. 


| Jong after, I received them, and 
| bad no reaſon to alter my Deſign 


of Publiſhing 'em, at one time or 
another - Then I ſhow'd them to 
ſome of my Aequaintance in the 
Countrey, and ſeveral Perſons a- 
greeing in the ſame Opinion, 1 
took up this ſtill deſperate Reſolu- 
tion of Printing. It has been a 
Flumour in all Ages, but I be- 
lieve never ſo Univerſal as now, 
for Men to think it a Detra- 
Gon from their own Charatter, 
to grue another Man his ; and 
when Homer has been Burleſqu'd, 


| Virgil Traveſftied, Waller Cri- 


zicis d on, and Cowley Condenn'd, 
no Body muſt take it ill. Cow- 
ley. was a Man of Admirable 
A 3 Wit. 


# 


A——_— nd 


Ct, —O 


The Epiſtle 
Wit, and bis Writings will Chal- | 
lenge a Reſpeff, "till our Poets 
are inſpir'd. W aller indeed writ 
with more Art, and wag the firſt 
of our Countrey-men that Aﬀeted 
that apreeable Smoothneſs, which 
with bis large Share of Vit, makes 
bis Poems perpetually Entertain- 
ing. But thoſe that Rail for no 
other Defegn than to be thonght 
Critiques, are fond of a Chara@- 
er they are not able td maintain : 
And tho' they are a preat part of 
Mankind, they are of ſo different 
a Complexion from the better part 
of Mankind, that they baue as 
lintle Reſpeft as Modeſty, and it's 
mo Refleftion to be ont | of their 


Favor. 
Vhen 


Y 


"0: 0” Gy VS wm” TY — 


Dedicatory. 
When I firſt began theſe Ele- 


| ples, the only Motive to me was 
my Drverſron, and to Perſue the 


Deſign of Entertaining my ſelf, I 
Chooſe this way of Imitation, which 
admits of more Liberty : And tho 
the Alterations are not great, nor 
many, yet they are too many for 4 


firi Tranſlation. Beſades this, 


I had another Reaſon, which Pre- 
vaild with me, more than my 
Eaſe, and that was Ovid s ex- 
tream Senſe of his Misfortunes, in 
a bundred places of bis Elepres : 
He ws ſo Melted with his Sorrows, 
that his Complaints diſcover 4 
Weakneſs, which 1s better hid. 
Ovid's was indeed a wery hard 
Caje as could be, and it's no Won- 


A 4. der 


The Epiſtle 
der if the Aﬀection be had for bis 
own Countrey, the paſſionate T en- 
 derneſs for his Wife, and Family, 
rogether with the dreadful Appre- 
benfions of the barbarous People 
be was going to, if all theſe ſhocks 
bis Reſolution, and made bim 
write bis Fears ; and it is rather 
to be wiſhd he had done it ſel- 
domer, than to be wonder d be did 
it at all, 

The true Occaſzon of his Ba- 
niſhment, as far as I can learn, 
bas been a laſting Secret, and 
men of bis own time could” but 
Gueſs ; the moſt probable Con- 
jefure to me, is, that be ſuffer d 
not ſo much for bis own Fault, 
os Cxlar's, rhat be was Conſci- 
ons 


Dedicatory. 
ous of ſomething that made Cx- 


far uneaſie ; 1 dont think it was 
any Familiarity with Livia, or 
Julia, that gave him Auguſtus's 
Diſpleaſure, and thoſe Verſes, * 


Cur aliquid vidi ? cur noxia lumina feci, 
Cur imprudenti cognite culpa mihi-eft. 


frgnify no more, than that he was 
unfortunately Privy to ſome diſha- 
nourable Action of Czlar's, and 
.be durſt not truſs him at home. 
Had his Crime been of ſo bigh a 
Nature, as to bave wrong d him 
in bis Wife, or Daughter, Baniſh- 
ment had not been Puniſhment 
enough : And bad it been Livia, 
be durſt not ſo much as have 
mentiond her ; but we find bim 

in 


The Epiſtle 
7 the ſecond Book of his Elegies, 
hich he writes to Auguſtus, 
particularly commending bis Livia. 
Livia fic tecum ſociales impleat annos, 
Que niſf1 te, nullo conjuge digna fuit, 


Quz fi non eſfet, czlebs te vita deceret, 
Nullaque, cui poſſes eſſe maritus, erat. 


But this is ſtill Conjefure, 
and all the Proofs that can be 
Amaſs'd of either fide, amount to 
' no more; and therefore I ſhall leave 
the Reader to his Liberty, with- 
out pretending to determine from 
any of 'em. But whatever was 
the Occafron of his Baniſhment, 
be was Treated with great Re- 
ſpe by thoſe of bis own time, 
and bis Writings have been 

= judg'd 


Dedicatory. 
judo d wery Fortunate, "by thoſe 

of ſeveral Ages" ſince. The two 
| Seneca's, Marcus and Lucius, 
Velleius Paterculus, Quintilli- 
an, Cornelius T acitus, Martial, 
Statius Pampinius, Angelus Po- 
litianus, Eraſmus, Julius Scali- 
ger ; theſe and a great many more 
have all intereſted themſeFoes in 
the Commendations of Ovid, and 
are more than Common Autho- 
ritys. 


And now S18,, if you can 
find any thing in the following © 
ſheets that may Divert you, when 
Tired with, or Indiſpoſed for bet- 
zer Studies, I ſhall have the 
greateſt part of my Deſrgn, and 
7” To 


The Epiſtle, O 
only want your Pardon for this 
Preedom, 


SIR, 


Your moſt Obliged, 


and very bumble Servant, 


'T. Ball. 


[1] 


The Fuſt - 


ELEGY 


Ovid de Triſtibus; 


He applies himſelf to bis Book, that 
it ſhoud go to Rome, and ads 
moniſhes þ s to be done. 

( ſhow, 


G A Privilege thy Maſter had 'till now; 


Go but Undreſt, Forlorn, Unhappy go. 


O to fam'd Rowe, my Book, thy Verſes 


No Crown fdorns a wretched Exile's Brow, 


NoGarb'sallow'd, but what his Sorrows ſhow. 
Vermillion» 


[2] 
Vermillion, Purple, that are Fine and Gay, 

With theſe, while others Titles flouriſht be, 
Your Page, my Book, muſt want the Liberty : 


Theſe are the Enfigos only of the Greaz, 


You muſt refle&t your Maſter, and his Fate, 

Nor be aſham®d of Blots, for all that read 

Will know, my Flowing Tears the Blots have 
Ne” ( made. 

Go, in my Words, and Nande, Salute the Town, 

The much lov'd Place, that I ſo long have known; 

If you ſhou'd meet a Man ſhou'd ask of me, 

Tell him I live not from Misfortunes free ; 

If he asks more, be ſilent, let him read, 

Leſt you ſhould ſayWhat's better, much, unſaid- 

The Reader may my Crimes perhaps repeat, 

And fay *tis juſt, he ſuffer'd as he ought ; 

Beſure you don't defend, tho' you cou'd wound, 

A Cauſe that's ill, Prote@ed, ill is found. 

If you ſhou'd find a Friend that ſhou'd Bemoan, 

And often weep his much lov'd Ovid gone, 

And ſoftly whiſpering, to avoid a Crime, 

Wit that his Ceſar won'd forgive the fan ; 


Who 


L3]) 


Who ere heis, we wiſh him happy too, 

That ſeems to feel the ills the wretched know :; 
To all he asks may Heav'n indulgent be, 

May Ceſar's Face again Look Liberty, 

And grant the Privilege at Home to dye. 
Whilſt my Commands,my Book,thoudolſtrelate,): 
The World will damn thee 'cauſe unfortunate, | 
Exiles are never Witty, Good, or Great. | 
A Judge muſt weigh the Buſineſs, and the Time, 
What Vertue was, may be eſteem'd a Crime, 
The Muſe ne*re ſmiles, but when the Poet does, 
And whocan ſmile with Clouds upon his Brows ? 
In bleſt Security, and Eaſe, I write, 


My Thoughts were free, my Verſes ſmooth and 
( {weet ; 


But fance Fates Storms have toſt me to and fro," 
Nor at this Inſtant do they ceaſe to blow, 

My Mind's as rough as troubled Waters flow. | 
While I was ſafe, I eager, ſought for Fame, 

To Wealth preferr'd the Parchaſe of a Name ; 
But now, my Book, in ſilence ſoftly go, 

Thy Maſter s Fame, is like his Fortunes, low, 


It 


[4] 


If any one ſhow'd find it's mine, and ſay, 

This Book is to be Burnt,or Thrown away, 
The Title ſhow, tell him write no more 

Of Love, the Subject of my Books before ; 

Tell him [ave dearly ſuffer'd for th' Offence, 
Loſt my Eſtate, as well as Innocence : 

But thou, perhaps, wilt look for th' higheſt Place, 
Expedt that Ceſar ſhou'd Applaud thy Verſe ; 


That thon ſhowdſt have the Privilege o'th' 
( Court, 


And be Careſlt by all that there reſort. 

O no! let but thoſe Palaces forgive, 

Thoſe Gods Propitious be, that in them lire, 
No longer Thunder from the Sacred Roof, 

The Bolts I've feFt are of their Power Proof; 

Pye known 'em Gentle,and Forgiving too, 
Their Goodneſs like their Power, diffuſive flow ; 
But very lately 'tis they Paniſht me, 

The ſad remembranceoften makes me ſigh : 
The fearful Dove once ſtruck, ſhe always fears 
The ſtronger Hawk, when © re the Bird appears; 
The Lamb from the Devouring Wolf once free, 


For ever after Dreads to be his Prey. 
5 Cov'd 


{57 
Cou'd the loſt Phaeton but live again, 

He willingly wow?'d own his Pride a Sin ; 

So having felt the Mighty's herceſt Flame, 

I own my Fault, and fear to fin again: - 

The Pilots that the Grecian Navy bore, 

Will always dread the Danger o'th' Exbean ſhoar; 
The Boat that Oz#d and his Fortunes had, | 
Their. Navy like, o'th' fatal Place's afraid, 


Where angry ſtorms a dreadful Shipwrack | 
mace. #, 


Bzware, regard the Inſtances T've told, 

Rather be timerous, my Book, than bold ; 

What if thy Verſe before the People lies ? 

The Mean may Picy, when the Great deſpiſe, 
While Icarus with Wings to fly aſlay'd, 

He purchas'd this, his Folly nam'd the Flood. 
How to adviſe thee well is hard, but go, 
Time, Place and ety Circumſtance muſt ſhow, 
If a clear Stage thou ſeeſt, and all things ſhine, 
Like Cezſar's Face, beiore his Ovid's Sin, 

Yet let your Air be grave,and grave your Mien; } 


Or if a Favourite ſhou'd take you as you ſtand, 


And kindly give you to his Ce/ar's hand, 
B He 


F'y 


[6] 
He that firſt gave the wound, - that caus'd the pain; 
May, like Ach1les Spear, relieve the ſame, 
But while. you*de help, be carefull leſt you Kill, 
By daring Thunder, that's at preſent till, 
My Hope's but ſmall, my-Fears are greater far, 
Leſt you Offend, and ſo Augment my Care. 
When tomy Study thou ſhalt come, thow'lt ſee, 
Some Books, that had their CharaCters from me, 
With harmleſs Titles moſt; you'll find appear, 
Written before their Authour Guilty were, 
But in 2 Corner dark, ard fit for chem, 


Three Books will lurking, in a Hole be ſeen ; 


Fly theſe 4s ſoon as e're their Form you view, 
Tell *em, unhappy Oedipus his Father flew z 
And if thy Ovid's words have power to move, 


Hate %em be ſure, tho' they pretend to Love: 
Next you'll behold upon a Shelf, my Book, 


Some kindred Leaves, that various Forms have 
( took, 
With theſe I'de have you talk, 'and in your talk, 


Tell em how different from the Man I was; I walk, 


When 


LA 

When Fortune ſ{mil'd, and all my Thooghts were 
( Gay, 

When ſhe ſeem'd fond to heap her Goods on me ; 

Tell'em Pm Chang'd,and, looklike wme þf them, 

Am wrinkled, old deformd; and vply"(en : : 

[ have more Cautions, more I am afraid, 

T heſe very dangerous times,my Book, you'll need, 

But ſhou*dſt thou carry all that crouded yy 

The Thouſand Fears that trouble me, r 


Thow'dlt ſxcll, the ſtrongeſt cou?d not carr; 
< Thee: 


[8] 


ELEGY HI. 


Ov id Prays the Gods wou'd deliver 
him from the Dangers of a Ships 


. -wrack, and in the Elegy deſcribes 
the Tempeſt, 


\ F E Gods, whoſe Power the r eſt Tor- 
rent finds, 


ConduCt our Ship, balf Ruind by the 
( W1ads, 


Why ſhou'd your Wrath, with Ceſar's, be en- 
( creas'd ? 


One God has Frown'd, another has been pleas'd, 
Mars hated Troy, Apollo kind was found, 

Venus proietted, Palas wou'd bave Drown'd; 
/Encas ſtrength in Func's rege had fail'd, 

Had not another Deity prevaild ; 


Neptune 


[9] 


Neptune perſu'd Viyſſes with his Hate," 

While good Minerva, ſaatch'd him from his Fate. 
And tho! we're leſs than theſe in Birth and Skill, 
Much leſs, why mayn'c ſome God be tender ſtil] ? 
And while one Frowns, another pleaſe to Smile, 
My words like Common Air, confaſedly Fly, 
The Winds all hope of being heard deny, 

And Waves ſcarce grant the Privilege to ligh, 

Ia vain, I all my Pray'rs to Heav'n dire, 

The Gods can'c hear, not hearing won'c protedt; 


Ah me! the ſwelling Seas their Surges throw, 
You'd thigk they'd reach the Stars, ſo high the i 


80, 
And parting, a*nioft ſhow the Shades below. \ 
All the vaſt ſpace I ſee, is Air, and Floods, 
Toſt by the Waves, and Threatn'd by the Clouds, 


W hile different Winds in Murmurs make their 
Way 
The Sea is doubtful which he ſhon!d Obey ; k 


'Eurus his Forces Marſhals from the Eaſt, 

When Zephzrus ſaon Threatens from the Welk, 

Fierce Boreas from his Northern Q"arter blows, 
While Notzs Charges, Fighting as he gocs. 


B 3 Our 


[ 10) 
Our Pilot in ſo dangerous a Caſe, 
So odd, 1o terrible a Storm as this, 
Is;yet. uncertain, what to make, what fly, 
Such trange Variety of Dangers nigh ; 
Now: while-Lipeak, a Proud, Inſulting Wave, 
Snows me Death waiting for the Liſe I have. 
My Pious.Wite,: ſo long my Joy, and Care, 
Knows nothing of the Threatning Storms [| fear ; 
Believes my Baniſhment, the-only Grief | know, 
Thoughtleſs at prefent what I undergo, 
Did ſhe but ſee me Riding ia the Deep, 
The Dif proportion that the Surges keep,” 
Her Care wou'd double every painted Wu, 
And I, for her, two Deaths at leaſt ſhou'd feel ; | 
This Flaſh wou'd be a Death, ſo long the Flame, 
I plainly ſaw the Place from when it came, 
The Treaſury where God's their Lightning lay, 
To burn-the World, when all ſhall diſobey : 
Death I do'nt fear, let bat rhe Tempeſt ceaſe, 


Diimils the Winds, and ftrike me where you 
( pleaſe, 


Hapay 


[1 ] 


Happy to me, the Man that Sickneſs knows, 


The Earth to ſuch will kindly give a Grave, 
The Decent Rites of Burial they have ; 


Their Friends expeCting what they wou'd have . 
», -*( done" 


Are nigh, and ready to perform the ſame, 

The Wat'ry People that inhabit Seas, 

Can claim no Priviledge, at all of theſe :* 
Believe me Heav'n, worthy ſuch a Fate, - 
Bzlides 'tis I, that am unfortunate, 

Why ſhou'd theſe ſuffer that are hither ſent, 
Not for their Crimes, they're innocent, 

'Tis 1, not they, 'deſerv'd the Baniſhment. 

Ye Gods, whoſe Voices calm, or ſwellthe Flood, 


Too long an Inſtance of your 'Power you've 
( ſhow'd, 


Your Thunder ſtop, that I may ſaiely tread 

The Diltant Shoar, that Ceſar has decreed, 
Shou'd you reſolve to take away my Breath, 
Ceſar, he judg*'d my Crime was leſs than Death z 


B 4 He 


Ot falls by th' Sword, and ſinks beneath his Foes, 


” 


[12] 


He covw'd have: kilfd, without yonr Leave, or 
| ( Powr, 


When ere he ſpeaks, the Criminal's no more z 
And tho! before his Throne l guilty ſtand, 

I never did, ye Gods, your Heav'n offend ; 

N ay, ſhou'd you ſnatch me fromthe Waves 1 fear * 
My Ruin ſtill, jis mach, ab ! much too near, 

My Doom is Baniſhment to Lands unſeen, 

W here I mult live an Exile for my Sinz * 
The Hopes of Wealth ne're tempted me to this, 
Thoſz little Thoughts, I always cou'd delpile, 
Nor yet a Rambling Humour, that once ſway'd, 
And carry'd me to Athens, when unbread, 

No Curiglity to ſee the Towns, £ 


That 4/4 irom the Neigbb'ring Quartcr Bounds, 
Nor Goes my Vaaity to eZ2ypt lead, 

Fo fee- bow Nilus ſeven Streams are fed : 

] rather wiſh the Winds wou'd guide the Ship, 
Conduct us ſafely thro' che troubl'd Deep, 

And tho'l ſee Auguſtus Face no more, 

Raniſht the Court, Deſpis'd, Forlorn, and Poor, 


Fa 


[13] 
Pm Shipwrackt yet, a ſecond Paniſhment, 
Deny'd the very place of Baniſhment,; 

Too great a Favour to be ſafely fent. 

If any part of Ovid, Gods, you love, 


My Pray'rs your Goodneſs, one. wou'd think 
( ſhoud move, 


{ Your later Orders ſhou'd the ſtorm appeaſe, 
Confine the Winds,and plain the ſwelling Seas, 
Ceſar, tho? angry, he expeCted this., 

Whea to the Pontick Land he order'd me, 

He lictle thought I io a ſtorm ſhou'd dye; 

The firſt ſeyere ; my Crime I dor't defend, 

At moſt, I dare but leſſen, whathe has condem'd- 
The Gods they know, what Princes cannot plead, 
No wicked meaning in my Fault I had, 

Blind Errqr led me thro untrodden Ways, 

And Folly loſt me in the wondrous Maze, 

| Bat if Auguſtus Houſe I always lov'd, 
Next Heaven, Auguſtus Power a pprov'd, 

[ f] bave offer'd 19 Auguſtus Name, 

If | have pray'd a Long, and Happy Reign, 


"OP 
Let my Obedience mitigate my Sin, 
The Szas grow calm; the Air ſerene : 
Or if I ask too-much, and fondly pray, 
May I expect my Death without Delay. 


Enough: my Pray rs already reach the Skies, 
And mount a Welcome, Happy Sacrifice, 

The Clouds are by the ſtronger Powers chas'd, 
The Winds allay'd, the S:as already pleas'd, 
The Gods l pray'd, by me were ne're deceiv'd, 
Or e're provok'd, but always were believd. 
And being unprovok'd, they've all reiievd. 


{_ 15/] 
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— — —v___w—_u_ 


— 


How ke went from Rome : The Cons 
cern he left his Wife in, and how 
his Friends and Family lamented 
his Departure. 


Sg was the Night, but blacker far my Fears, 


My Wite, my Children, Servants, all, in 
| ( Tears, 


To think the Morrow's too too haſty Light, 


Muſt ſnatch a Husband, Father; Maſter, from 
( their fight ; 

My Eyes tho'l had wept fo much before, 

Kept time with theirs, and greedily run o're ; 

And yet no mind I had to think that I, 

Nw leave not only them, but /raly ; 


[16] 
All Preparations for the way delay'd, 

As Ce/ar had forgiv'n, and I had ſtaid, 

Servants, nor yet Companions did 1 chooſe, 

Nor Gold, nor Cloaths of necefſary Uſe, 
Amaz'd ! I ſtood like one by Thunder ſtruck, 
That lives, but never can forget the ſtroke, 
When ſome faint Dawning of my Senſe appear'd, 
My Griefs look d leſs,tho' ſtill they ſhow'd I fear'd? 
I call'd my Friends the very few that ſtaid, 
Sighiog — at laſt, Farewell, my Friends, I ſaid 
Friends in misfortunes are ſo rarely known, 

I rather wonder'd of the many, I bad one : 

My Wife ſhe lockt me in a cloſe Embrace, 

Fixt her ſwoln Eyes, and preſt me to her Face, 
My Daughter that to Africa I ſent, 

Knew notning of her Father's Baniihment, 

Too many they, alas, at Home that ſtaid, 

And wept as tho? ſome Funeral they had, 
If great Examples, humble Sorrows take, 


Sach was the Groans, when ancient Troy was 
( lack'd, 


'T w:s$ 


4 
4 


17 ] 


'Twas then, when Night her deepeſt movroing 
( had, 


Ail things but us, ſo fGilent, they ſeem'd dead. 

1 fixt my Eye upon the lofty Capitol, 

Joyn'd ro my Houſe, that's like that Building tall, 
Ye Gods that love this Fair frequented Place, 
Ard Temples where your Votary I was, 

| was, but-never more muſt be, and yet, 

Hear me ye Gods, from Heav'n, your other Seat 
Tho'l too late my wounded Body guard, 

Torn by the Szntence that I lately heard, 

Let Baniſhment if not attone, ſuffice, 

To reconcile me to the People's Voice 

Tell Cz/ar tho' I linn'd, 'twas Ignorance, 

Deſign ne're prompted to the great Offence. 
This you can witneſs, and can witneſs true, 

Tell Ceſar this, he-muſt believe from you. 

Thas Limplor'd, while ſtill my Wife he prays, 


| With Tears repeated for the God s delays, 


Prays our Penates, as ſhe'd ofcen done, 


Till Sobs cut off the Priviledge of Words, 
And Wild Diſorders no Relief affords, 
Her Breath retyrg'd; ſhe panting lizs along, 


[18] 
But they, as deaf, as common Statues ſtood, 


Made by lore AIG Artiſt, of the meaneſt 
( Wodd. 


While hs ad yances with a haſty, Pace, 

The laſt that I; in 7raly muſt Paſs, ; 

Uncertain what to do, fo much -I lov'd 

My Family, ſo much my Country mov'd : 

How often did I ſay to thole that -preſt, 

That I won'd uſe the little Time Id lefc ! 

Why do you yrge me ? whither ſhon'd I ga ? 

W here ? do but tell me what you'd have me do. 
How often did I drive th' uneaſy thoughts away |! 
E'ne to the utmoſt minute of my Ray 3 

Thrice I the Threſhold touch'd,” and trydto'go. 
My mind vowilling, thrice my Foot withdrew ; 
Often the kind, ſad Word; Farewell, I'd give, © 
And often gone, repeated Kiſles leave, : 
O how my Eyes were faftn'd on my Wite ! 

My mind obedient, giving all my Life ; 


How much we lov'd,' while ner Delights 
(farprize ! 


How we VIII Night with laſting Joys"! 


Why 


19] 
Why ſhow'd I go, I aid, to Scythia? 
Leave much lov'd Rome, and try the Faithleſs Sea, 
Ah cruel Sentence ! that muſt abſence give, 
For Love, a faint remembrance only leave, 
'Twas very hard, to ſnatch me from my better 
( part, 
And wound my Wife, by breaking of my Heart. 
To baniſh ine my Friends, that neareſt ſtood, 
Like Theſeus Valiant, and like Theſens Gogd : 
Thas while I talk?, the Fleeting Minutes paſt, J 
Half Words imperfe&tly my Thoughts expreſt, | 
I Kiſt, and Sigh'd, and ſadly -lookt the Reſt, 


When Day broke through the Windows of the 
| | ( Eaſt, 
Stars diſappear'd, but Lucifer encreaſt, 


So ſtrange! y, ſo unmann'd, I lifeleſs ſtood, 
Nor thinking, ſpeaking, looking as I ſhou'd, 


No more my Brains their ancient Uſes:know, 
Than-Legs cnt off,” without the Bady:go. * - 
So Priam griev'd, when he too late. baheld. 

The Grecian Horle,. with choſen Solgiers fill'd ; 
Like 7rojars then, tho' much in.number leſs,.. .- 
My Family their Griefs in Cries expreſs, 


My 


[20 ] 
My Wife white ſtanding, leaning on my Neck, 
Mixt with her Tears, her laſt dear Words ſhe 
( poke, 
We muſt not part, I'll know thy lateſt Care, 
Shall Ovid ſuffer, and his Wife not ſhare ? 
A Pallznger ith' very Saip I'll go, 


The ſame far Land, ſhall both our Sorrows 
( knows 


Love forces m2, and Cz/ar's Anger 503. 
Thus did ſhe talk, and gh, deſpair ard groan, 


Repeat agaia, what jaſt be{ore ſhe'ad done, 


Till at the laſt, with Hair diſorder'd all, 

Wild as my Griefs, mz Face a Funeral, 

Wirth much adoe, I ſpoke the laſt Farewell. 

They ſay, for now no more her Form 1 ſaw, 

Half dead ſhe fell, when Treſolv'd to go, 

With all the Inſtances of Horror ſeen, 

Diſſolv'd'ia Tears, careleſs, deform'd, unclean, 

Her Limbs the Gods with ſach Exa&tneſs made, 

Like common Blood,'npon the Ground were laid, 

Limbs, that the Gods had often ſtood to view, 
_—Forw's by their own, and as exattly true: © 
Thos 


C11] 
T hus tho' diſtrafted, ſtill ſhe often'pray'd, 
Again, ſhe wou'd recall the Words ſhe ſaid, 
Weep her Penates, with her Husband fled, h 
Then as ſhe'd ſeen me, ( Tears run-down ſo faſt ) 
Spread ona Pile, and breathing out my laſt? 
One while ber Death ſhe fondly won expett, 
Again ſhe'd live, but oaly in reſpeCt, 

She'd live, to ſerve her'Ovid in his Cares, 

And may ſhe live, live long to eaſe my Fears. 


Now the Jorian Sex all rough we plough, 
Not as the Merchants, but as Strangers do, 
Men that are forc*d unwillingly to go, 


Bleſs me ! what boyſt”rous, ſtrange, unheard of 
( Winds, 


Blackens the Sea, and ſhakes the quicker Sands ? 
A Daring Wave, that undiſtinguiſht flys, 
Profane, zflaults the very Deities, 

As tho” becauſe, upon our Ship they're made, 
The Gogs no other place had ever bad, . 

No, never thunder*d from their bleſt Abode. 
The Pilot's Horror in his face we view, | 

No hopes of gaining any Port he knew : 


Cl 


[22 ] 


As when areſty. Horſe, a weak man rides, 

With care q while, the Pamper'd Beaſt be guides, 
But whea he can no more his mouth command, 
He throws.the Rains, and rides him to a ſtand : 
Juſt ſo, our-Pilot, did our Veſlel guide, 

'Till all too little for the Wayes, and Tide, 
Then like the: Horſeman, let”s her drive apace, 
Without the Rains with which ſhe guided was. 
And if the Gad that Thunders from his Den, 
Had not chain'd, up, an Awkward Wind again, 
Much worſe we'ad far'd, for.back we went, 
Half to the Place from whence Aug» us ſent, 
Which made me Pray, with earneſt Accents too, 
The Gdds/wou'd hear me, that Auguſtus knew ; 
Heare'tel cry; for once forgive my Crime, 
One Fove?s enough to Thunder at a time, --- 
Snatch my Departing Life froti Gaping - Death, 
Give me the Priviledge # while to Breath, - 
And if your Power can reverſe my Doom, 

Let Ceſar ſmile, and I again ſee Rome. 
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ELEGY IV. 


—_— 


EE em——_—_ 


To his Friend that had been ſerviceable 
to bim in his Misfortunes : Towards 
the latter end of the Elegy he coms 
pares his Sufferings with Ulyſles's, 
but makes *em much greater. 


k /T Y better ſelf! whoſe Friendſhips run fo 
( high, 


My very Life's a Debt, my Friend, to 
( thee, 


Well I remember the fad time, when you, 


Officious in the Service you cou'd do, 
Advis'd me kindly; -and would often Sigh, 
And argue ſtill, when I refoly'd'to dye: 
| You know to whom I ſpeak, 1 need not name; 
+ | This Sign implies as much, as Letters can; 
GC 2 Here 


[14] 
Here in the cloſe Receſles of my Soul, 
I keep each Circnmſtance entirely whole, 
And when Pale Death ſhall ſummon me away, 
The lateſt Inſtance of the Time I ſtay, 
I'll breath your Praiſe, and hiscommands obey. 
| For ſo much kindneſs, may the Gods beſtow, 


More than you ask, all that the Happy'ſt know, 
My Fortune ſtill be proud to ſerve you well, 

Diſj pence her beſt, nothing of what Tfeel : 

But had not Winds detain'd me on the Sea, 

| Then Tad known lefs, much leſs perhaps of thee : 


Fam'd Pirithous, ve'r knew lis Theſes Faith, 
Till his laſt Aft had hurry?d bim to Death, 
When Theſes do's to deepeſt ſhades deſcend, 
And dares the Furies that detain his Friend : 
Nor had great Pylades his Friendſhips ſhown, 
Had his Oreftes never Dangers known : 

Had not the 'Rurili Eury'lus (lain, 

No Story of his N:/us wou'd remain : 

As Gold refin'd by Fire, is purer far, 

So Friends by being try'd more certain are; 


While 


le 


[25 ] 
While Fortune drops her uſe of Wings,and ſtays, 
Always appearing in an cafe Dreſs, 

Airy, yet conſtant, when leſs free, ſtill good, 
While thus, her Fav'rize's lifted by the Croud, 
Happy, he lives the general Applauſe, 

All is admired that he ſays, or does, 

Friends are {> many, that he only fears, 

He ſhall be leſs his own, and too much theirs, 


x When Fortune jealous cf her Conſtancy, 


ATrmes her Wings, and ſhows that ſhe can fly, 
Vain wers bis Fears of all the flatCring Crew, 
Not one, my Friend, that ſtays or loves like you, 
Regardlc(s, as a Man unknown, he goes, 

And he that cring'd bat yeſterday, ſcarce bows : 


I This from th' Unfortunate, I early drew, 


Bat little thought, that I ſhou'd prove it true, 
Not fonr Pad left, that wou'd my Dangers ſhare, 
Th? other, not mine, they Fortune's were, 

Let this ye Pious few, Compaſlion move, 

Aſſt, nor be afraid my Friends, to love, ET 
No angry Being will believe you fin, 2 

Or from his Heav'n curſe your good Deſign, 


C 3 Ce/ar 


[26 ] 
Ceſar he lov'd, in Enemies, a Soul like this, 
Nor can it pleaſe him in his SubjeQts leſs, 
My Caſe is better too, no Plots Pve laid, 
My Folly only, has my eaſe betray'd, 
Then Pray thoſe Guardians that our Earth attend, - 
They'd Paniſh leſs, when we their Pow?r offend. 
If any one wou'd know my preſent Grief, 
It's ſo Prodigions, it is paſt Belief, 
The Stars are, than my Wrongs in number leſs, 
Nor can the Attoms that i'th' Sun encreaſe, 
Diſtin&ly, all the worid'rous Tale expreſs. 
So ſtrange, ſo terrible the thouſands ſeem, 
They're more than e're the Melancholy Dream, 
Part, tho' uppermoſt, are yet ſuppreſt, 
And never muſt go farther than my Breaſt ; 
Ye Poets, that Ulyſſes wrongs recite, 
Inſtead of his, your Ovid's SufPrings write : 
'Tis true, he ſpent a certain Term of Years, 
And wandring bent beneath ſome Cares, | 
Between Dulichium, and Troy he teerd, 
Fhis was no Diſtance to be ſo much feard, 


But 


[27 | 
But we, in wideſt Seas ſo far from Home, 

Muſt ſail, where Stars 2re ſeen before unknown : 
He always had a faithful, certain Band, 

A bappy number at kis ſole Command, 

So much I differ from Ulyſſes here, 

That of the many, I han't one, ſo near : 

An Exile from a pleaſant Country ſent, 

Had it been Ithaca, I'd been content, 

Dalichiam had ſcarce been Puniſhment, 

But Rome ! from Rome, is more than Baniſhment ! 
From ſeven Hiils ſhe views remoteſt Lands, 
Awful, with ſo much Majeſty ſhe ſtands, 

That higheſt Gods have made her their Retreat, 
And Rome next Heaven, ſure's the ſweeteſt Seat. 
Ulyſſes Body, long inur'd to war, 
Knew nothing of the lI]s, the weaker fear, 

So different a Mould from his, is mine, 

Inſtead of War, my Books, my Care have been. 
While 7ove he breaks his Thunder on my Head, 
Fad I more Fiiehds, in vain wou'd be their Aid 3 


C 4 A 


(287 
A Goddeſs Gyarded him with niceſt care, 


Snatch'd him from all the Dangers that were 
( near. 


And fince he's leſs, that Governs in the Seas, 
Than he that Governs in the higheſt Skie's, 
Much betcer was his Fate, my Friend, than mine, 


Jove ryins me, while Neptune threatn' d him : 
Bat then, thiok how the greateſt part is made, 
Only ſappos d, the half he never had, 

My Griefs are all too certain, mach too plain, 
No Fable do's embelliſh ought that's © mine. 
Beſides : At laſt he reach d bis Houſhold Gods, 
Pray'd his Penates in their old Abodes, 

Bat I can never hope Ulyſſes Place, 

*Till Cſar ſmiles, and Heaven thunders leſs. 
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[29] 


He writes to his Wife, and takes Ocs 
caſion to Commend the Conſtancy of 
her Afﬀettion, Compares her with. 


the beſt of her Sex, but excuſes 


bis Inability in Writmg, while be is 
ſtill Wrack'd by bis Misfortunes. 


Pollo Lydia lov'd, but not as I, 
My Deareſt Wite, have always, Child 
( lovd thee? 
Philetus tho! his Nymph, and Song, Divine, 


Lov'd not his Battis, with a Love like mine, 
You ſo entire! y have each part of me, 

That my AﬀeCtion molt merits thee, 

y | But ah my [ojuries ? and yet find, 

Yau ſmile, my Dear, tho' all the World's unkind, 
Your 


- That think, my Freedom ent enough to loſe, 


C30] 


Your Prudence guards me from ſevereſt Foes, 


Men that wou'd Rob me of my Life, Eſtate, 
And all the Goods lever valu'd yet. 

As a Devouring Wolf, by Hunger Led, 
Ranges the Field, and eager thirſts for Blood, 
When he eipies, Ungarded, from afar, 


Some Sheep, that have eſcap'd their Shepherd”: 
 (care,( 


He takes his Prey, nor will the weakeſt ſpare, 
Or as a Vultare Hovering to ſeize, 

Some wretched Carkaſs, that uabury'd lies, 
So did theſe" ſttive, by Force roruid me, 

W hile guarded ſtill on e'ry ſideby Thee, 
Hettor's Andromache, of Old ſo Fam'd, 


Mauſt- not be mention'd, Dear, when you are 
( nam'd, 


She wept her Hettor, whom Achilles ſlew, 
Paid the accuſtom'd Rites that Widdows do, 
But living, never cou'd oblige like You. 
Good Laodamia they ſo much Boaſt, 

Was never known till ſhe her Hasband loſt. 


Had 


- vP 
- 


[31] 
Had you been Homer's Wife, ſo good a Theme, 


Had made his Lines, tho' ſtrong, more perfeCt- 
( ſeem, 


Penelope her ſelf muCch-leſs had own'd, ” 
She at the moſt, had been but ſecond fornd, 
Whether indulgent Nature gave you this, 

Fond to Compole fo great, exaQ a piece, 

Or if aleſs than Heaven we admit, 

Some Pious Matron made you ſo compleat, 

I cannot tell, ſo very great's your ſhare, 

My wrongs are fewer, than your Virtues are, 
Alas, my Verſe is all too weak, too ſmall my Skill, 
To paint the thouſand Graces I wod'd tel}, 

Wis but my Mind as undiſturb'd, and free, 
Eaſie, my Dear, as you have known it be, 
Generous, I'd give you then the higheſt Place, 
Set you with Heroins of the niceſt Race, 

And make the wondring World, at once confeſs, 
The greateſt, and the belt of them, much leſs, 
And tho' my Verſe this luſtre cannot give, 

Yet in my Numhers you ſhall Ages live. 


ELEGY 


[32.7 


To his Friends that us'd to wear his 
Pifture, engraven upon Golden 
Plates. 


| Ou that my Piure fondly us'd to wear, 
That Inſtance of your 'Friendſhip you 


( may ſpare, 
However, take the Ornaments away, 
The Ivy that I wore, is much too gay, 
Sach a Poetick, Airy Garh as that, 
Becomes the Happy only, and the Great, 
Whoſe better Stars ſtill guard 'em from ull Fate, 
Not ſuch as I, that ſink heneath the weight : 
Methinks I ſee ſome Friend, concern'dly ſtand, 


Viewing the Golden Image it his Hand, 
And 


[33] 
And often crying as he walks along, 

Heavens! how far my Dear Companion's gone! 
Tis kind, but ſach their Ovid better ſee, 

When they behold him in his Poetry, 

' The lively'ſt Image that the Wretched know, 
This paints themſelves,and their Misfortunes too, 


Read my chang'd ſhapes, tho? there is ſcarce a 
{ thought, 
Good as deſign'd, and finiſht as it ought, 


| No ſooner was the fatal Sentence Read, 
But all my Art, was with my Freedom fled, 
Imperfect thus, what I'ad with pains begun, 

[ burnt the ſcatter'd Papers that Pad done, 

As Theſtins, is ſaid, to burn her Son. 

And yet methoughts *ewas very hard, that they, 
Shou'd feel the flames, that cou'd not diſobey, 
But ſo it was, partly indeed, in ſpite, 

To the firſt Muſe, that flatter'd me to write, 
Till by Degrees, the Tribe my Ruin prove, 
Falſly perſwading me to write of Love, 

And partly, cauſe they rude, and naked lay, 
Artleſs, and nothing what they were to be, 


dS” — 


[34] 
But ſince they've ſtole the Preſs, may they ſucceed, 
Admoniſh, and Delight, my Friends, that Read, 
Tho' Criticks, they may damn 'em by a Law, |} 
They ſhau'd be tender, that the Reaſon. know, 
As when an Artiſt wants the laſt beſt Stroak, 
Tho? he with Pains may have abundance ſtruck, 
His great Deſign, muſt yet gnhappy look, 
Thus all my Lines, the lateſt Pencil want, 
Still to refine, before abroad theyre ſent, 
But place theſe Verſes, with the Foremoſt Line, 
And theſe will ſhow they're born afore their time; 
Be kind and gentle, whoſoer thou art, 
Don't you too nicely view an Orphan's Part, 
Snatch*t from his Parent's Funeral in haſt, 
Kickt into th? World unlick't, by much too Faſt, 
What tho? we Judgment want, we've Innocence, 
And this in Infants is a good Defence, 
The Poet's Muſe in better Times may ſmile, 


And he your Kindneſs own, and you his Skill, 
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ELEGY VI. 


He Complains -of an Acquaintance, thax 
after a long Familiarity, bad given 
him ſome reaſon to ſuſpe his 


Friendſhip. 


Ack from the Seas ſhall Rolling Waters 
B ( ruy, 


And vilit Fountains where they firſt begun ; 


The Char'oteer ſhall drive an unknown way, 
Riſe in the Weſt, and change the preſent day : 
The Earth admit of Stars all ſpangPd be, 

And Ploughs ſhall make deep Furrows in the Sky 
The Elements ſhall chavge their wonted ſtate, 
Water ſhall burn, and Fire like Water, wet; 


All 


[36] 
All this, tho' ſtrange, I Propheſie, ſince you 


Prove falſe, Pye known ſa long, and thought fo 
( true, 


Lord ! That a Man cou'd ſo regardleſs ſtand! 
Fooliſhly Fearful, to aſſiſt his Friend, 
Nay, not ſo much asdecently to ſigh, 
Or ſhow the common Signs of Sympathy, 
Was ſuch a ſtrange, unheard Stupidity ! 
That you, the Sacred Name of Friend ſhou'd hate, 
And all the Offices of Kindneſs quit ! 
What if you had a well-bred Viſit paid ? 
And lookt, and talkt, as other Courtiers did, 
Offer'd ſome Reaſons to allay my Grief, 
This had ſeem'd kind, and that is ſome Relief, 
:Tho? your fincerity cou'd give no Tears, 
You might have Flatter'd with affected Pray'rs, 
However, at the leaſt, you might have ſay'd, 
Farewell, Pm ſcrry, as the People did, 
Some that were Strangers, and no ways alli'd, 
Did more than this, affeionately cry'd, : | 
Then, how much more, might Iexpe&t from you; þ 
That call'd me Friend, and all my Secrets knew, 


The" 


1e, | 


L 37 ] 


The Dear Companion of my tender Hours, 

My Goods, my ſelf, my very Soul was yours; 
How bleſt I was, when Rome firſt ſhowed me you, 
Brought us acquainted, made me think you true, 
Has your repeated Oaths no force to bind? 

All general, and common as the Wind, 

Sure Rome, the great good Place I leave, 

Cou'd ner nurſe you, no Monſters ſhe can have, 
Rather ſome Rock'within the Scythian Sea, 
Damn?d for a thouſand Murders e'ery day, 
Where Female Tygers Nurſt you-at their Breaſt, 
Found you a Man, but Chang'd you to a Beaſt, 
But {till there's one way lefr, and only one, 

Freely to own the [njuri's youave done, 

By this, tho? late, you may oblige me ſo, 

I may commend you; 25 I blame you now. 


D E LE- 


TT 


* #7 of « * —- 
$ , -* a b , - 7 : G % 
4 we F 2 4 4 \ 8? bw 4 
5 v'* 
_y a "Ts * 4 ” ju k 1 __ 4 
* 
* P T " ” PR j *” 
* EF: #%\ A P J I M _ , 
. - s » af ® 4 
Us . 
| * 
. F- 
. . 
. 


* To his Friend 


He ſhows him the Leyity of the Yul- 
.gar,. .how meanly they. attend upon 

_ Fortune, and withdraw their Sex- 

| Vices 1 mM Aftfliftion : : He takes ()c- 
caſion to Combi his Friend, for 
ſeveral Qualifications; and concludes 


the Blogy with ai * Og of þ his 


Friendſhip. 
Ay you live long, my Friend, and always 
( well, | 
Know nothing ofthe 1lls the wretched | 


( Feel, 
And tho' my Pray'rs, for me, the Gods deſpile, 


The ſame, for you, may Mount a Sacrifice, . 
While 


39 ] 


While Fortune's youts, a Croud will hoy'ting bs, 
Fondly Gommending all they hear, and fee; 

No ſooner do's the Fickle Goddeſs F rown; 

But all your Parzſites, my Friend, ave gone : 

As Doves for new built: Houſes do prepate, 
While Roig'd Towers all negleQet are, 

As gath'ring Ants to cfdaded Barns do comme, 

$9 do's the Villgar to the RicheR-Rea : 

As in the Sun yoiit Sha'idow do's Attend, 

And Walks, and Titns, and Crifiges as you Betd, 
But when a Clond appears, the Patt's tio more, 
Tho? it ſceni'd note than half of you, before ; 

50 vulgar Souts Will Dance to Fortunie's Light, 
A Cloud orice f pread, they Vaniſh ott of ſight. 
Hezv'a knows my Soul! 1 very often ſigh, 
And paſſionately Pray the Gods for Thee, 
That theſe may all, oy Friend, ſberti falfe t9 you, 
Tho' [ by ſad Experience find *eftt Trae : 
While | was Proſperous, as others great, 
What Crouds, for Favours, wou'T iy Houſe 

( beſer, 


D 2 The 


__ 
The Building ſtruck, the Wary People Fly, 

By one conſent, avoiding what was nigh, 

Nor do IL Wonder, that they: Thunder Fear, 

\W hoſe fiiry-Bolts, the ſtrongeſt eas'ly Tear : 

Yet Ceſar, -in adverlity has ſatd, 

That Man's the belt that by bis Friend has ſtay'd : 
\When good Oreſtes Worth fherce Thoas knew, 
He Prais'd-the Love in Pylades he ſaw : 

Heftor, he;often Patroclus approv'd, 

Tho' he his Enginy Achilles lov'd : 

When Theſeus waited on his Friend 1n Death, 
Pluto cond ſcarce believe,ſo great a Truth, 
Convinc'd, be Mourn'd, and pitty'd him that Fell, 
Crying himſelf, to ſee them love ſo well. 

Alas, how Few my juſt Complaints, do move ! 
How few in Rome, like thoſe of old; that Love! 
So valt my Grief, ſo very much my Fears ! 

So Boundleſs.are my ever falling Tears ! 

That did not you the mighty Torrent ſtay, 
The Gath'ring Flood wow'd Threaten like a Sea, 


You 


[41 ] 


You that have Courage to be Good, that Dare, 
2 


} In greateſt Dangers, for your Friend appear, 
Not meanly mov'd, as ſordid Spirits are. 

; Nor is your Judgment than your Courage leſs, 
Your Eloquence as well as Virtues Pleaſe," t 

| When you Defend; the Niceſt moſt Applaud, 


Your Cauſe, your Words, your Thovghts ſo very 
| , —( goes 


Easly I can, your Growing Fortune Read, 
Some Greatneſs yet, gs I have often ſays, 


No ſuperſtitious Omens tell me this, 
Tokens that fond, miſtaken Zealots pleaſe, 
My Reaſon's all the Augury I know, 

By this, noother Prodigy, I go ;. 

By this inſtructed, Happineſs 1 give, 


Joy of the Preſent, and the Future Goods you'll 
( have, 


The ſmall Pretence I early had to Wit, 

Ruind my Fortunes when | came to Write z 
Your better Arts, not like my Trifling Skill, 
Has rais'd your Honour, and nuſt raiſe it ill I 


D 3 But 


[ 47): 
Bat yet yop Knay,.J ne'er Was ul incliad, 
My Thoughts WEFEe $alli Sof a yautbful Mind ; 
My Manners were not like my Verſes, hl. 
And Love, I gply fer Diyerſion Chooſe, 
Then ſince, yaycag excpſe mes. jaſtly too, 
Defegd me Rillgand bays beard you do. 
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In Pra 6 of his She with y fon ſi oft 
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Ir iy [ Praiſe my Ship, ſo good, ſo fine, 
She bears a nerva's Name, as well as mine, 


Woke 3 > I >; 
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So apt to fail, "ſhe moves with any Wind, 
And haſty, leaves deſerted Shores behind, 
Proudly ſhe ſcorns, but juſt to overcome, 


But reaches thoſe that long have been from Home, 


Defy's 


| 


[243 ] 
efy's the ſtrongeſt Billows, whephey Beats. -- 

And Foaming, all:their wonted Force repeat : 

I Boarded her, whea {-to Cormnth came, 

And long without a Change 1 keptthe lags 3; 

Thre' many Dangers Uhavelately feerd, 

Always entreatirg 'Pallas, when I feard, . 

And now I hope-to Make the diſtant Land, 

T he Gerick Coaſt, Augaſius do's command 5 


'She bore me once, ——_ boyſt'rous, troubled 
Cages CAS, 


A long, and tended rous Way to Pals 
Whes ſtanding tp the Lcefr, ( we ſhupn'd before ) 
With much adog we made the Inbrign ſhore, 
Then with a gentle Wind, and calmer Sea | 

She eas'ly Touch at Samos in her Way; 

O' th? other hang, there ſtands a lofty Wood, 
Fam 'd for ity Grow, aud far its Flood, 


Here! [ the wide Biſonia F ields ſurvey, 


' Walking A Foot, while ſhe puts off to Sea, © 
From Hetteſpont, Dardania ſhe Gain'd, | 
And Lampſacus; for her Priapus Fam'd, 
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[447] 
Then to the-Seas, the ſame Leander Croſst, 
When Beauteous Hero urg?d him. to be Loſt, 
From hence, ſhe has Fair Cyzjcon in view, 
So famous for the Arts her People knew ; 
Thence to Byzantium ſhe Bore away, R 
Where we behold two Seas within one Bay, 

And now, Ainerva, grant that ſhe may Paſs, 
Thoſe Moving Iſles that 1lye upon the Seas, 

Next let her reach the Thymian Bay, and Fall, 
'Till ſhe comes near Azchialus high Wall, 

Taen ſhe Ieſembria, and Odeſus muſt Make, 

And view ſome Towers for their Bacchus ſake, 
And thoſe Aleathous, when Wandring, Made, 
With all the Houſkold Gods he had, 

So to Miletus, where's the Place I'm ſeat, 

Toend a weary Life in Baniſhment, | 

And if? ſafely tread th' expetted ſhore, 

Ty Sacfifice a Lamb\to Pallas Pow' r, 


Heav' n knows we cann't at this time Compaſs 


( more. 
And you two Brothers, you this [ſand Prays, 


Conduct vs in opp dquble, diffrent Ways 
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| Let one the Exxine make with happy Gales, 
While the other to Biſonja ſails, 
Let Winds Conyey us to the Place we wou'd, 
Tho” diffrent both, yet bath have very good, 
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| ELEGY x 


_ This is an Apology for the fore-going 
Elegies, the Sol Book bem made 
during the Fatigue of his Panel, 

| which be urges in Excuſe. 


© Henk not a Letter, Reader, but I writ, 
a Unhappily purſuing my ill Fate ; 

= writ it moſt in cold December”s Froſt, 

| While the Adriatick with her Billows Toſst, 

; The reſt 1 Finiſh*d when the 1hmus paſst, 

| We'll took Ship again, and ſaild in haſte, 
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$50 odd a Thought, amaz'd the Glades, 

\To ſee a Poet writing on the Seas 5 

I Wondetr'd too; the Patience of my Muſe, 
That in a — ſhe ſhou'd not then Refuſe, 


The World may call it Madneſs, what _ pleaſe, 
But this I know, my Verſes gave me eaſe, 

Tho' Threatning Signs they dreadfully appeard, 
And Waters in Diſorder ſhow*d they Fear'd, 
Sometimes the Ship ſeem'd Bury'd in the Sea, 
Still I wrig on, the very Liges. you ſee ; 

When Boreas with all his Force prevails, 
Stretches our Cables, Rufging 2ll our Sails, 
While Waters, parting. by the Storm's com- 


( mand, 
Roll into Hills, like higheſt Heaps of Sand, .. 
Or rather, Taller Movuntaigs on the Land. - 
The Pilot 'Frighted, thoughtleſs of bus Art, ; | 
Begios to Pray, avery awkard Part ; 3p 
With mych a doe, half words heQtamwering (aid, 
And-Promis'd all the Gods:he way's be good ; 


[42] 
The Gods, regarfſels, won'd not take his:Word, 
Nor any Comfort for his Pray'rs afford : 

All things lookt Ghiaſtly that 1 heard, and ſaw, 

W hiie ſtill Death's Image kept within my view; 


When various Thooghts were e frvgling i in my 
| £ Mind, 


I Praytd, | Fear dy Fevrs, my Pray! 'ES Inflin'ds 
One while I'd Pray ta-make the diſtant Land, 
Then [de in haſte recall that Pray Y-agals; - 
Tho' Heaven knaws,t fear'd the Winds 4nd Sepg 
Yet ſtill the Lagd, feem'd fiercer mycb than they, 
At Home, where Tempelſts only rake a Noiſe, 
There, ab there.! at: Rome, | ad Enemicy, 

What mult 1 then in unknown Nations find, 
Monſters in Nature, rude, iI- bred; vh&trd, 

Theſe Terms too mild, and favourably run, 

For Creatures, only in their Likeneſs, Men, 
Whoſe chiefeſt Art's a barbarous Delight, 
Some knowledge in the Battels that they Fight ; 
Beſides, to theſe with Diſrepnte 1 go, 


Banifh'd by Cefax, ſou Hage 2 Foc!: ©: 


[48] 
Theſe Thoughts, a Storm within my Breaſt had 
| | .._- / ( made, 
The other might, this never cou'd be laid. 
Now Reader, if you're generous, and good, 
If you can Pardon, as a Reader ſhou'd, 
My Faults in this Diſorder yon wil! Paſs, 
Think on the Time, each Circumſtance of Place, 
Think too, that 1 have more CorreAly Writ, 
When ſafe on Land, in Arbours 1 have ſate, 
My Body ne'erwas us'd to Froſts like theſe, 
Nor was | Cer in Winter on the Seas, 
And now I'm there by much toiſoon I find, 


But grant ye Gods, you Gods that once were 
( Kind, 


The Winds, and Froſt,may with my Verſes end. 


The End of the Firſt Book. 
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The Second BOOK 


Ovid de Triſtibus 


IMITATED: 


To Auguſtus Ceſar. 


Red by my Fate, I write, again I Try, 
| As tho? the Muſes had not Ruind me, 
| *'Twas they Perſwaded, Ceſar, what you Read, 
' And thought my Life was likemy Verſes, lewd ; 
| Had I been Wiſe, 1'ad Hated'em at firſt, 
The Learned Siſters, as the Poets boaſt, 
A Rhiming Crew, their ſmiles, like a Diſeaſe, 
; Quickly Confound their very Vorary's ; 


This 


| [50] 
This I have often known, and yet polleſt, 
Ta theſe.I fly, of theſe alone ſeek Reſt : 
So beaten Fencers, Challenges repeat, 
And give thdir Mangl'd B6625'to be bit, 
So Shipwrack*c Veſlels, plough the ſwelling Main, 
And dare the very ſelf-fame Rocks again: 
Leſs may hfy?Dangers be, ratHer like him, © » 
He that was heal'd and wounded with the ſame, 
My Muſe that-mov'd. the great Augyſius (o, 
May ſhe the ſame Auguſtus ſoften now, 
The Gods, they ſay, in numbers foonelt hear, 
And always anſwer firſt a Poet's Pray'r, 
So, Ceſar ridde the 1rdliar Maitons bow, 
In Numbers offer, what their Opis knew ; 
So, Photus was addreſs'd in apteft Plays, 
Nor did 4je!tsfcorn the Poet's Biys, 
By thefe Examples, Ceſar; may you go, 
If it's t66 much to pardon, rhilder grow, 
Should I deny your Juſtice, I ſhon'd fin, 
And impudently move your Wrath again, 
Bat ha riot [, offending, urg'd you {o, 
You then had wanted to forgive me now, 
Shou'd 


[ 5+ ] 


Shon'd Fove as often thander, as we fin, 


Unzrm'd, the God, a thouſand times had bin ; 
No; when his Thunder's gone, theNoiſeno more, 


The Aif is puter chan It was before, 

By this, he's F ather ofthe Gods and Wie, 
By this, he lives a Long and Happy Reign, 
Ceſar, like hith, ' is Pater Patrie, 

Ceſar toritands, and thanders too as he, 
Then like hit too, be abſolatety good; 
Pardon your Ovid, as the God he wou'd, 


Nor yet leſs good, than great, do's Cefar live, 


So many Inſtances of bork we have. 

Often the Parchians' rave own'd youckind, 
So God-like is the Temper of your Mind, 
You Pardon'd, tho' again the People bows, 


Riches, and Honours, | have known you give, 


To Enemies, that wou'd not have you live, 


You ſcorn the Methods Meaner Ptinces know, 


By better Arts you can Oblige us ſo, 


That all muſt Love, as well as F:ar you too. 
That day that War has threatned all before, 
That. very day, your Anger has beet 0 ore, 


Both 


14; 
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Both Sides to th' Temple have their Offerings 
( brought, 


The Cronker's pleagd,ſo brave the Victor fought, 
And as your Souldier 's fond to overcome, 
Others by yours, are Proud to be out-done : 

My Caſe is better than a Foe's 2 ppears, 

I make no Plots, nor cauſe you open Wars, 

I Swear by Heav'n, and every Bleſt Abode, 

By Ceſar's dearelt ſelf, a Preſent God, 

My Soul do's ſuch Obedience afford, 

Intirely yours, it knows no other Lord ; 

I've wiſht that you might late to Heaven Go, 


When Life, through Age,. grew Troubleſome 
( below, 


When you were weary of an Empire here, 


' The Gods for your Reception might Prepare, 


And Place Auguſtus i in an Empire there ; 
As often as my Gifts the Altars had, 
Witneſs, ye Gods ! this was the Pray'r I made. ' 
My Books, tho' one of them became my Crime, 
They moſt, nay That, do's often Ce/ar Name; 
By this I my Obedience gave, 

Not that you, Luſtre from my Lines cou'd have, 
To 


mo [53] 
To ſach a Height no Poet e're cau'd Fly, © 
Yet all that Write have liberty to try z 
Fove can't be greater, nor his Acts more good, 
Yet Praiſc in Verſe has often pleas'd the God, 
He lov'd the Song; and own'd the Story true, 
How Gyants Pelion on Of/a threw, 

Soch Beauty ta the Thought, ſo ſtrong the Senſe, 
Poets have had a Privitege e're ſince, 

The Gods athouſand Bullacks they have had, 
All bleeding freſh upon their Altars laid, 

And yet tho' us'd to Plenty, when a Lamb, 

A ſingle Offering to their Temple came, 

The Geds wou'd ſmile, and take the Sacrifice, 
For this alone, they?d Bleſs. their Votary's : 
Unlucky Chance ! or rather dama'd Deſign, 
Who ere he was at firſt, was ſo unkind, 


- -w 


To read my Verſes to ſo chaſt an Ear, 

Good as the yet unthinking Yirgins are, 

That don't fo much as Tremble in a Dream, 
Or Graſp.the Image of the Youth they*ve ſeen : 
My looſer Lines have fuch Impreſſions made, 
You think the Preſent, as the other, Bad 3 
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Some jealans Favorite invented this, 

T bus to undoe me by an Artifice ; 

Methinks I hear how ſpitefully he rezd, 

What envious Comments on my- W ords he made, 
How-he wau'd bluſh, as Counterfeits they fzint 5 
Good Lord! a Man ſhou'd be ſo impudent ! 
This is not ſtrange, ſince e?ery one approves, 
The happy Man the great Aupuſius loves, 

But ſurely damns, unheard, a Perſon's Crime, 
Auguſtus diſapproving, thinks a Sin ; 

Nay, I can-hate my very ſelf, and do, 

To think I ſhou'd deſerve a Frown from you, 
To think I ſo much Goodneſs fhou'd provoke, 
To pleafe a: Humour that-my Fancy took : 

To ſee-my old Acquaintance, how they run, 
As Vad been mad, or ſome Infeftion known, 
As when a weakn'd Houſe at laſt gives way, 
The Parts affeQed bear the moſt, they ſay, 

So Fortune fickle, when ſhe changes ſhape, 

All things diforder'd, and unhappy look. 

It is not many Months ago, fince yau, 

My Life, and Manners, and -my Bus neſs knew, 


Often 


55) 
Often [I've pleaded the Defendant's Part, 
Not without Reputstion, and ſome Art, 
And the' Saperiour Judges have lookt on, 
They've 8] approv'd of what the Lawyer's done : 
In private things I've wholly bten in truſt, 
When both ſides pless'd have own'd me rery juſt; 
Ah me ! that I ſhou'd only now repeat, 
Ceſar was kind, and was fortunate, 


Now the reverſe of what t was, 1 fink 

B2neath a weight too tertible to think, 

The thoufand Waves that other Veſſels miſs, 

By one conſear, on mine, together preſs : 

Why did I fee ? why did theſe Eyes behold ? 
Why was a Fault unhappily thus told ? 

Aeon lo, Diana had in view, 

And cnly ſeeing her he periſh'd too ; 

No vile Defizn the angry Nymph cov'd know, 
Aft 04's only Ctime was, that he ſaw, 

For this he undiſtingatſh'd falls a Prey, 

Tora by his Dogs, that always did obey : 
So when we Heat'h offend, tho'"bur by chance, * * 
The Gods ſometimes won't pardon the Offence : 


E 2 That 
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T bat Day, that Error led me from the Right, 
And Drew me toa VVay remote from it, 
That very day, my Hovſe but ſmall, yet Good, 
Was loſt, and tuin'd, tho' the Building ſtood, 
Yet not ſo ſmall, but Honours ſhe cou'd Boaſt, 
Along Deſcent from many Ages paſt. 


Not infamouſly low, nor yet ſo high, 

To crack of Riches with our Pedigree, 

A ſafer way *twixt both, by much there was, 
Envy, nor Pity e'er tormenting us, 

But had our Ancient Lands been lower yet, 

I juſtly might expected to been great, 

My Self an Ample Fortune by my Wit. 

Tho' my late Lines are looſe,and wanton Read, 


While Nature prompted, and my Paſſion 
{way'd, 


The Thoughts are manly, and the Verſes good, 
Smooth are my Numbers, and my Sence entire, 
Melting the Words, and apt for ſoft Deſire, 
That wondring Poets ſhall for Ages read, 

And praiſe their Ovid for the Lines he made: 


Curie 
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Curſe 0? my Fate ! one ſingle Fault ſhou'd dama 1 
Baniſh the Poer, and confound his Theme ! 

From Love, from Stories of the Gods, and Men, 
Forc'd to attempt Excuſes for my Crime, 

Loſt ia the Maſs iti-ſhuff1'd Fates have Hurld, 
Wanting a Voice, like that that made the World; 


Shou'd Ceſar call, my Wrongs wou'd all _ 
And I for ever boaſt hisLiberty, | 


This wou'd compleat the Favours Tenjoy. 

for more I fear*d,;than inyour Anger was, - 
That you my Life, at leaſt Eſtate wou'd ſeize. 
But far from this, at prefeatl have al, ' 

All, that by any right, myewn Feall; 

Nor was my Fablt; by Volcgof Srar6Damn'd, 
Or by a private way-of Juſtice aam'd; 

'T was Ceſar's Mouth pronovunc'd my Baniſhmegr, 
But call'd it by a leſſer Puniſhment, 

Only Confind me to a diſtant Clime, _- - 
There to Reflect his Goodneſs, and my Sin 
And generous Souls are mov'd by Clemency, 
More than by Wracks, and Gibbets that they ſee, 


E 3 Such 
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Such Jaſtruments of Death, the vulgar ſway, 
And make 'em hoveſt, when they won't obey, 
Tk 6ther plead the ſreedom of their Mind, 
To this or that,\4n ſpite of all intlin'd, 
But when they'r reſolute, they ſhow'd be good, 


780 the ugh Miſtakes; the beſt are ſometimes 
Fans ( bad, 


a0 kind EO FA upbraid, 

When they a happy Peaizent have made : 

As talleZ Llims, by Heav'ds thunder-ſtruck, 

Ugly,;deſpig'd, foxionn; ard;naked look, 

Yet when the hated 'BoIt has long been paſt, *' 

The Vines willaneeiw gnd twine, and kindly graſp, 

Hug'the dear ſoF'riog Trees, and kindly grow, 
| Tho? Gods themſelves the Bolts in anger threiv + 

Thus when like Heav'n, [know you to be kind, 

Your greateſt Anger to be {till confin'd, 

I often Hope, again, I ſoon Deſpair, 

To think tho” merciful, you're ſtill ſevere ; 

Severely good, as happy Princes reign, 

When ] think thos, my Hopes are qualht again : 
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So Veſſels riding on an angry Sea, 
Have different Degrees of Terror nigh ; | 
One while the Winds in gentle Murmurs blow, 
So very ſoft, you'd think no Rage they knew, 


When they but ſtop their Breath, to be more 
( Fierce, 


And toſs the Paſlzngers, and Seamen worle ; 
So, various arethe Paſſions in my Breaſt, 
They give, agaln, they take away my Reſt : 
By Hegy'n, that loves Auguſtus, and his Rome, 
By alike Gods, that to our Altars come, 

By my dear Country, ſafe; while you are ſo, 
By all your Houſhold Gods, and Subjects too, 
May Rome for ever own her Caeſar's Laws, 
Fond of the Bleſſings, that his Reign beſtows : 
Long may your L344 be your Care and Joy, 
Noble, and Great, and Good, as ſhe. is High 3 
Long may ſhe bleſs her Royal Husband's Bed, . : 
With al th” engaging ſoftneſs of a Bride, 
When Natareform'd-her for a Bleſſing here, 
Ceſar was then tf Almighty's chicfeſt Care, 
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_ 'Twas then, he ſhow'd the Wonders he cou'd do, 
And ſhow'd %em all, in Ljvia, and you. 

Your Son, that Promiſes his Part ſo ſoon, ] 

May Heay'o preſerve him for his Father's Throne |! 

Long may yqu both, ſecure your Empire 'S Peace 

Command, Inftrutt, and Govern at your Eaſe ; 


Or if the Toils of Bus'neſs irkſom grow, 

May he do all the Wonders that you do ! 

May Victory that long has-known your Teat, 
Come to his Colours, and her ſelf Preſent, 
Hovering, with Wings officious ly, *« 
And Crown him, with the Choiceſt Lawrels nigh, 
One Half ſtil] preſent, Governing at Home, 
Your other ſelf Commanding, far from Roc ! 
Pardon me now, if private Suffrings ſeem 

To move the Poet, and Confine his Theme ; 
Pardon your Qvid, and your Thunder Quit, 
Half dead, with Bolts that have already Hit, 
Father, that Word is an indulgent Name, 
Ang mighty too, hoce God are call'd the ſame, 
The Power much at one your SubjeCts know, 
þsGod' 5 above, ſo Ceſar Rules below ; 


Then 
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Then ſpare, as Fathers of their Countrey do, 


And take the Honours that I own your-Dae ; 


I dare not Pcay you woy'd forgive my Sin, 


Tho' Gods, they ſay, as kind as this have hin, 


Only confine me to a nearer Shore, 
A gentler Baniſhment, Ple ask no more z 
This will Alleviate the Cares I know, 


Leflen the preſent 11s, that VVrack me now, 


Ia VVide, remoteit Lands, to live alone, 


With ſuch inbumane Creatures, far from Home ! 


Gthers there are that have offended you, 
Their Crimes notorious as mine cov'd be, 


Yet theſe, were never ſent, where I am come, 


Nor knew, the many Dangers, that I've done ; 


Beyond me's all Inhoſpitable Ground, 
No Summer, but eternal Froſts are found, 


Part of the Euxine Sea, which Rome commands, 


Waſhes theſe Shoars, below, Sarmatia ſtands : 


Recall me hence, tho? you deny me Peace, 
'Tis Hell; to live in ſuch a Place as this. 
Bcelides: We have an old 7calian Law, 
Approy'd of long, and not diſputed now, 


4 


That 
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That Free-born Subjects, of a Roman Race, 

By Birth have Title to a better place, 

Their Princes ſafe, they muſt not Captives be, 
This early ſhow'd a Right-to Liberty. 

I ſha'n't here name the ſad, nnhappy Fault, 
That loſt my Freedom, and Misfortunes brought, 
Bat thoſe of which my Enemies accuſe, 

I never thought, how looſe {6 ere my Muſe, 
With theſe they've often vext your Royal Breaſt, 
Provokd your Anger, and deſtroy'd my Reſt ; 
And all they ſaid, you thought ſeverely true, 
Nor dol wonder you believ'd 'em {6, 

Since Gods have been deceiv'd as well as you, 
When Fove looks down, to ſee theW orld belows 
Condemn, approve,and know the things we do, 
His leiſure won't admit the niceſt View : 

So you, like him, tho' looking round about, 
Some things a ſingle look can ne?er find out : 
Who can imagine States negletted lye ? 

The thoughts of Empire left, for Poetry : 

Eaſy the Weight, muſt on your Shoulders ſit, 
Had you your ſelf conſider'd wWat I Writ. 


The 
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The bold Pax0ma;;your-ſtrength defy's, - 
Nor is llyrm# 10 perfect Peace zi 1 ff 
They oh the Xhixe, their utmoſt Force prepare, 
And Thracia ſtill employs you in a War z 
Armenia partes; when the Parthians ſhow 
Their 5 preading Colours, aS A Warlike Foe ; 
Germazia Riys before y your Bolder Son, 

Eariy made Brave, by Vidtories you on ; 
No Heed but yours, cou'd ſo much Bus'neſs do, 
With-ſo much Eafe, ſich'mighty Order too :* 
yout' thoughtsts travel afl your Empite ore; 
And you, Unrnffl'd, thariage ſuch a'Pow'r, 
No Part bit Gdvern'd by your proper Care, ons 
Yet none'to Want what's receffary there, | 
Shows that your Sonl had a pectliar Mould, 


Forrt'd by ſome: Gods, and made to rule the 
( World ; 


Your Laws al Wiſe, and fo {everely Good, 
Your Life, {ill iriſter, than the Laws you made, 
Thus in a long Fatigne of Bus'neſs ſeen, 

That you ſhou'd think of apy thing of mine ! 


[64 ] 
own my Verſes looſe, unworthy far, 


To reach the pious, nice Awaſivs Ear, 
Beſides, theſe Lines the whole Deſign declare, 


Tou that with Fillets bind your Hair, be yone, 
Nor let the Matron with my Bogk.be ſeen, 
1 only fmg of youthful, folen Foys, 


And ſuch Gay Thoughts, their Formal Wills diſ- 
( pleaſe- 


Yet nothing Guards a Mind that will be Bad, 
Preciſeſt Matrons, when they pleaſe, are Lewd, 
And tho? they.never heard, or ſaw my Book, 
Some will be Whores, and linin.eery Look ;; 
One ſhe reads Annals, there perhaps ſhe'l] find, 
How 14a, a Veſtal wasenclin'd, 

When dreaming, 4farscomprelſt the lovely Maid, 
And Bleſt her with the Double Birth ſhe had ; 
Let her bot look the well writ encids o're, 

She wiſhes, ſighs, and thinks oh Ferns Power, 
Pity's poor Dido, when c/Encas ſails, 

And VVonders that the Queen no more Prevails , 


There's 


[65] 


There's nothing, tho' the pureſt of the Kind, 
That mayn't Corrupt a Heart, that's ill inclia'd, 
But this is not enough to Damn a Book, 

Becauſe ill meaning has the Reader Took, 

Shall we prohibit Fire aur common Uſe, 
Becauſe Incendiaris Burn with this ; 

The T raveller ard Thief, V Vear Swords alike, 
Becauſe one Robs, ſhall t? other take a Stick ? 

Or ſhall we pious, ancient Cloyſters Curſe, 
Becauſe Maids talk of Sweet Hearts, or of worſe? 
One in the very Temple, as ſhe Prays to Fove, 

Is thinking of the Stories of his Love, 

Thinking how many Mothers he wight make, 
Wiſhing her ſelf a Beauty for his ſake : 
Another, ſhe at Janos Altar Prays, 

And thinks how Fair Ezropa Croft the Seas, 

Pity's poor Jo, by her ove betray?d, ? 
The God ſo often Changing as he did, > 
But VVikſhes ſtill ſhed bio tbe Charmiog Maid. F 
Shou'd ſhe Minerva's awful Statue ſee, 
$o Good, ſo Tall, ſo full of Majeſty, 


[66] 
Some Story till her ſtrang deſire-wor'd find, 
How Erifti+boz was born 2 fore his Time, 
Becauſe the Goddeſs bid him;'as they ſay, 

And ſure if Goddeſſes ſuch Pranks wilt play, 
Inferiour Nymphbs their waiting Women may. 
All things, a Perfon eav'ly turns to ill, 

Whoſe chiefeſt Law's the DiRates of his Will ; 
The graveſt Matrons have beheld in paint, 
The lewdeſt Forms, the Artiſt cou'd invent.; 
The Veſtals have beheld th'Intreague. of Stews, 
The various ways, thoſe Proftitutes aboſe, 


And yet the Painter if the Piece was good, 
Receiv'd the Praiſes that an Artiſt ſhov'd: 

But why ? Oh why ? did I unbappy write, 

Fond o' th' Fantaſtick Charater,a Wit, 

My wanton Genius, herrying me along, 

And never reſting, till l was undone : 

Why did not I, like other Poets, more ? 
Thunder out Battels, Wars,not whine ont Love ? 
Troy had engag'd me in a Noble Strain, 

And inoffenfive too, my Thoughts had bin, - 


* Here 


[67] 
Here had tald the Grectan Policy, 

And Troy's unfortunate Security : 

Oc had this bin. an antiquated Theme, 

I might have ſung as well of greater Rome, 

This had been pious, and a Subject's part, 

Duty excugd the Nicety of Art”; 

Tho? Ceſar had not been oblig'd by this, 

His Worth, ſo muck exceeding all my Praiſe, 
He muſt have pardon'd an officious Muſe. 

As Phabss darting Rays affect our Eyes, 

So Ceſar's Glories in the View ſurprize, 

When with a Naked Eye we ſee each Light, 

'Tis troubleſome, and takes away our ſight, 
Theſe were-my thoughts, and rhis believe it true, 
Is all the Reaſon that I plead, or knew : 


As when a Man, withia a little Boat, 

Safely, in ſhallow Rivers rows about, 

But ſhou'd he launch into the Swelling Main, 
His Boat wow'd be too (mall, his Art in vain; 
So tho? I've writ with Reputation too, 

Of trivial Subje@ts, Storiesthat 1 knew, 


Shou'd 


[. 68 ] 
Shou'd I, for this, a greater. Thought have had, 
Have writ Jeve's Thunder,and the Wars he made; 
Or Ceſars Wars, but little leſs than thoſe, 
Next Jove's the Vittory, as good the Cauſe, 
Awkward my weaker Numbers muſt have bio, 
And Jove, and Ceſar, ſuffer'd inthe Strain. 
Once [ begun the mighty Task, and Try'd, | 
I ſang of Wars, as other Poets did, 

But ſtil}, my Hero ſo ſurpaſt the reſt, 

I muſt have VVrit the worſt, if not the beſt 5 
Then Ireſoly'd to tell ſome amorous Tale, 

With melting Words oblige the Loogiog Girl, 
While frequent Bluſhes, with Repeated Sighs, 
Engaging Looks, the Language of the Eyes, 
Show how ſhe loves, and loving how ſhe Dyes. ) 
Curſe of this Thought! why did I learn to Read ? 
Why did my Tutor teach me as he did ? 

And yet I ſuffer thro' Miſtake, as tho' 

Unlawful Ways of Love I did purſue ; 

As tho' I'ad ſought 1 abuſe the Nouptial Rites, 


And gratifie my felf with vile Delights, 


This 
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This 1 Profeſs; and Heaven knows it true, 
Lawful are all the ways of Love I know g 

No Man by me's a Doubtful Father made, 

_ 1 never wrong'd the meaneſt Perſon's Bed; 

My Life and Verſe, have always differd far, 
Pleaſant my Maſe, my Manners more ſeyete : 
Accins was Fierce, Terence was ſoft, and ſmooth, 
'Fore Tragedies, preferring Plays, leſs Rongh, 
Nor yet am I the firſt, that writ another way, 
Anacreows Applauded to this day, 

For writing of a barmleſs Love, like me. 
Sappho had never reach'd an Excellence, 

Had not ſhe writ of Love, without Offence ; 
The good Menander, when he made his Plays, 
Menander that diverts ſo many Ways, 

He never Writ, bat Love was ſtill his Theme, 
Bewitching Love, the tender Virgin's Dream ; 
He taught'em Laws, to manage all their Fire, 


And while they Burn'd themſelves with ſtrong 
( Deſire, 


ad $£5xS 4 
Diſſemble ſtill, #4 make their Lovers dye, 
But Dye to Liye, and Meet with greater Joy 2; 


F What 


70] 

What are the 11ads, that the World approves, 

But Wars, occaſion'd by Forbidden Loves ? 

How Hclen, melted by her Paris Voice, 

Yields to his Charms, and eagerly enjoys : 

Had not Ulyſſes Wife ſo many Won, 

Homer, his Oayſſes had ne'er begun, 

Nor we have Read the Wanderer from Home- 

In all the Various Paſſions Homer Paints, | 

There's nohe more Taking, that he Repreſents, | 

Then when he tells, how Mars with Yen lay, 

And makes each God a Witneſs of theic Joy; 

How pleaſantly her Husband is Reveng'd, 

To let 'em lye, till he prepares the Chains. 

Many the Inſtances I yet cou'd heap, 

Wou?d not the Reader, and my Maſe both ſleep. 
| 
| 


Catullus always moſt Gorre&tly Writ, 

His Zesbiz the Subject of his Wit: 
Hortenſius, and Servms, lov'd like me, 

And who wou'd fear to Follow ſach as they ? 
Galiss, for Lycoris was never Blam'd, - 
Talkipg too much, not Writing, Gal Damn'd. : 


Tibulls 


C71] 


Zibullaus writes, how freely Women ſwear, 

What ſtrange deluding ſort of things they are ; 
They value ftricteft Oaths, no more than Winds 
When e're they pleaſe to change Fickle Mind, 
How Wittily they will a Keeper Balk, 

And when their Husband's jealous, how they talk 3 
And he, Tib«llus, beſt theſe Truths might know, 
ft once the Cully, and the Poet too, 

Propertics next, ſo great, and very good, 

How Men «dmir'd, and Women loy'd, he ſhow'd- 
Propertius yet Repeated Honours had ; 

Ceſar his Friend, approving what he did. 

When theſe Succeeded all ſo well, I thought, 

[ might purſue the Meaſures that they Taught; 
I fear*d not, where ſo many Ships had Paſt, 

Or thought my Bark wou'd Shipwrackt beat laſt; 
Had I but Play'd the Droll in Mimick Wit, 
-:d then bin ſafe, and pleas'd a laughing Pir, 

All Apes, Sexes, Flock with haſt to theſe, 

And love the Bawdy that they find in Plays 5 
To heat a Toothlefs Strumpet ſplir her Sides, 
Lavgh 'till ſhe piſſes at the Words ſhe Reads, 


F 2  * Judge 


[72] 
© Judge me ! the Author's ſuch a Witty Man, 
© He muſt do more than other People can: 
Thus I had inade a Party to Retreat, 
Had I but thus Buffoon'd it when I writ, 


And all my Nonſence wou'd have bin Sheer 
( Wir. 


Shall tammeripg Mimicks then ProteCted live ? 
And others want the Favours that they have ? 
Shall Ovid ſuffer, while he wou'd Delight ? 
Others be ſaſe, that do, what Ovid writ ? 

My Lines by th' Mob, as theirs, huzza'd have bin? 
And mine, and theirs, Auguſtus, you have ſeen ; 
But ſeen, as when we different Paintings view, 


Diverting for the Skill the Painter knew, 
And he a certain Due, Reward, receives, 


Tho' he a Monſter, nay, the Devil gives : 

Within your Palace, various Pictures bang, 

The beſt Drawn Pieces, by the Niceſt Hand, 
Agd yet more famous for their Houſe than Paint 
Your Fathers, Uncles, by a long Deſcent; 

Not far from theſe, nay, inthe neareſt Room, 


Some Women bang, as Naked as they re Borg: 


Les 


[73 ] 


Let greater Pens, for bloody Wars prepare, 
Inur*d to Dangers, astheir Hero's are ; 


Let theſe in ſtrains, their Ceſar's Battels ſpeak, 

And ſhow in Arms, how like a God you look, 

W hile others, $kill'd ich art of Heraldry, 

Tell all the Wonders of your Family, 

How for ſome Ages, Hero's have bin bred, 

And bow Auguſtus do's the reſt exceed : 

This I have often wiſht, but wilſht in vain, 

Nature deligning me a weaker ſtrain, 

Far from the beſt, yet not the worſt, ſo mean. 

VY.rgil, the Wonder of a Wonderous Ape, 

Whoſe Art does ſtill ſome mighty things Pre- 
( ſage, 

Whoſe Writings give unto our Poets Laws, 

Whether a great or humble Theme they chooſ?: 

[f Warriours read, in him their Art they find, 

Honour, and Courage, inthe Trojans joyn'd: 

If Lovers take bis eAntids down, | 

They read, how D:do, and the Herc's found, 

How JFove, he-Thunder'd in the World above, 

Kindly 8fſiſting their Deſign of Love ; 


F 3 Thus 
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Thus he in Notes, ſo artfully cou'd Play, 
The Fierce, and Gentle, all, ia him agree, 
In him they Meet, a pleaſant Harmony. 
Nor did he once, diſqain the Herdſinan's Song, 
Bat writ Bucolics, in his Mother Tongue ; | 
How Corydon for his Alexis Buro'd, 
How proud Alexis, Corydon he ſcorn'd : 
He ſhow'd how Ny/z, Mopſus lov'd, 
A Hamour Women always mov'd; 
Tho' Mopſus Nature had deſign'd a Jelt, 

* Mopſus was Rich, and My/z lov'd bim belt. 
Thus when the Mantra Poet led the way, 
I thought to follow ſuch a Guide as be, 
To write like him, cou'd ne'er have ruind me : 
Nor yet, dol, more ſerious Subjz&s want, 
Some Books of Sacred Feaſts, I have in Print : 
One while, my Muſe, in Tragick Buskins Trod, 
All very ſolemn, grave, and ſome ſaid good : 
Another Work, with Care and Patns I wrote, 
Tho? in my Sentence 'twas unfdrtunate ; 
Wanting the Anthors laſt perfortning Stroak, 
To give it.Graces for the nicef-Look, 


- [8 
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In this, ( my IMctamorphoſes ) I ſhow, 

The Face of things, from Nothing, dowri to you: 
Wou'd you, tn this, but Read my Innacence, 
You'd find how much the Poet lov'd the: Prince; 
You'd Read in cery Line my very Soul, 
Intirely yours, without Reſerves at all ; 

Nor wasI ever Tempted when [ writ, 
[nferiour Men, with diſrepect to Treat, 

I always hated a Satyrick Wit, 

Ne'er Wounding any, but the Author, yet. 
This ſhow*d the Temper of a Peaceful Mind, 
Form'd in my Infancy, by Age refin'd 

For this, no well-bred Roman triumphs now, 
Pleas'd at the Puniſhment I undergo, 

But rather Mourns, the diſmal ſtory told, 

And often wiſhes that I were recalld. 


May theſe, Great Ceſar, move-your Royal Breaſt 


'Till you Remit my Sentence, part at leaſt, 
If it's too much to Pardon, grant ſome Place 
Nearer my Native Country much than this. 


The End of the Second Book, 
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The Book entreats the Reader to be 
Candid, and before he Condemns, to 
con ſider the Diſadvantages it was 
writ with : Fe ſhows bis coming to 
Rome, where he met with a (Guide, 
that acquainted him with all the 


Curioſiti ties of the Place, 


ELEGY IL. 


E gentle, Reader, whoſoeer thou art, 


) Pitty a poor, unhappy Wanderer”s Part, 


The 


[77 ] 
The Wretched Off ſpring of a Wretched Man, 
Baniſh'd his Countrey to a Forreign Land, 

But be n't affraid, nor Bluſhat what he gives, 


No thoughts of Love are Read within theſe 
( Leaves ; 


The Author's not ſo ſenſleſs, to be merry now, 
To Write as happy Poets, when they Write, do; 
When Reaſon in her Infancy he knew, 

And thought his Wit the better of the two, 

*T was then a laſting Train of Ills he laid, 
Pleas'd with the Fond Ideas that he had, 

He writ of Love, and Flatter'd eery Senſe, 
Promis'd himſelf no Injuries from thence : 

Had he but thought, how Fond Pygmalion Wood, 
How proudly, when he loy'd, the Statue ſtood, 
No living Beauty he had ever Took, 

Or Dar'd the Lightning that thoſe Angels Look ; 
Or had but Ceſar ſpoke ſuch Writings Sin, 
Head ſooner anger'd any God than him : 

But now his SubjeCt's chang'd,ah! now too late, 
Now, when he feels unequal Fortune's Weight, 
Sad are his Notes, adapted to his Fate. | 


/ 


No 
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No Ornaments in Prudence he'd beſtow; 


Had I'come out as gay, as others do, 


The World had thonght him Prond, me Fool- 
| ( iſh too. 


If he ſhow?d ſtammer at his Mother .T ongue, 
Or write, as they that have been abſent long, 
'Tis this damn'd Jargon, that the Countrey ſpeaks, 


Confounds his Words, and ſuch a difference 
( makes: 


Now, Reader, if it is not troubleſome, 

Direc me in this City where I'mcome ; 

And may the Gods for ſuch a Kindneſs give, 

A mighty Portion of the Goods they have ; 
May you neer Travel weary, as I've done, 

But live a proſperous, good old Age, at Home ; 
I'll Follow whereſoe'er you pleaſe to go, 

Tho' I'm Faint, Hungry, very Dirty too. 

At this he walks, and with his Finger ſhows, 
This is the Court, ſays he, of Ceſar's Houſe, 
This is the /ia Sacra where you Paſs, 
A Street the Worldin admiration has ; 


[79] 


Here you may ſee, where Yeſta's Temple's ſet, 
That's Numa's Ppllice there, not far from it ; 
This is the Place, where bold Evanaer dwelt, 
And here,they ſey, this Hill, Rome firſt was Built, 
Thus, while I wofider 'all the lovely fight, 

I ſee a Houſe, the Poſts:in Armour ſer, 

Good, as ſome Gi#d had had it for his Seat : 
Nay, fo ſurpriz'd, Iitnocently cry, 

Is n't this Jove's Houſe ? it muſt be ſo; I ſaid, 
For there, hard by, an Oaken Crown 1 ſee, 
Sacred to ove, this makes my Augury. 

But ſtill my Guide, he toid me I was Wrong, 
'Twas Ceſar's Pallace, and he'ad known it long; 
Icou'd nat for my Heart but yet conclude, 

So ſtately all, ſo happy the Abode, 

Ceſar muſt be at leaſt a Second God. 

Why are theſe Gates, 1 ſaid, with Laurels ſet ? 
How come the Boughs thus artfully touneet ? 
Is it becauſe perpetual Trinmph's here ? 

And Laurels wanting for ſo many are ? 


| 


4 


Or is it Holy-day ? or this a Sign, 
How happy all.the People are in him ? 


it 
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If fo, to th Number may he kindly add, 

One Citizen his Anger's wretched made : 

Ah me ! ſo awful all the Place appears, 

My Heart miſgives me, and admits of Fears, 
My Paper fanks, affefted with the Thought, 

As wild Diſorder a Preſage had Taught : 

At this I Stop, and Kneeling down, I Pray, 
Firſt to my ſelf, at laſt, aloud I ſay : 

May Ceſar, Sovereign of the World below, 
Great in his Empire, and his Wiſdom too, 
Forgive my Father, and Revoke his Doom, 

And fmile on me, tho? Born an Exile? Son. 
Next, by a Vaſt, but gradual Aſcent, 

Where Great Apollo's Temples were, we went, 
Where Books are ſeen, of various Subjects writ, 
Contain'd within a Place that joyns toit ; 
And here | thought my Kindred Books to ſee, 
All but th], unfortunate, our Miſery. 

Butere I lookt the ſeveral Clafles o'er, 

The Keeper told me, there was none ſuch there; 
And rudely bid me in a barbarous Tone, 


By fair means, or by foul, be quickly gone : 


From 


[81] 
From thence to other Libraries I came, 
Bur ſtill no leſs than there, Repulsd with ſhame ; 
At this a ſad Refleftion made me figh, 
By Birth, that I ſhou*d fo unhappy be, 
Loſt by my Father's Crimes, as well as he. 


ELEGY IL 


—— — — 


In this Elegy Ovid complains of his 
Baniſhment, and paſſionately deſares 
to dye, 


Hen the Gods Curſe, in Sufferings like 
( mine, 
Tho' great their Wrath, yet greater is the Sin; 
That I to Scythia ſhow'd Baniſht be ! 


Live ig Diſgrace, and dye with Infamy ! 


The 
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The Muſes that I doted on,and Pray'd,' 
So paſlionately courted, as I did z 
The Delties, I ſo entirely loy'd, 
That took my Offerings, and wy Songs ap 


( provd, , 
Theſe might, one wou'd <A thought, the 
( Gods have moy'd. 


Apollo tov, the Patron of our Right, 

Refus'd his Intereſt, and left me quite. 
Abandoud, and undone, my Wrongs I tell, 

But none can know their Force but I, that ice!; 
1, that my Life, till now, in Silence paſt, 
Avoiding noiſe, and bus? neſs to the laſt ; 
Tender, and Delicate, no Labours Ras 

Or Heats, and Colds, as Travellers do, 

That [, ſhou'd ſuch an Alteration bear ! 

The lcy Seas, and Froſts, ſo common here, 
Spent by Fatigues, that I ſhou'd think to write !. 
That it ſhou'd pleaſe me too, 1s ſtranger yet ? 
When all the wretched Tale-I tell, is true, 

And what the Reader ſees, I feel, and know : 


Whes 


{83 
When I had paſyd the Dangers of ghe Seas, 
Ard reach'd the Land, the ſad appointed Place, 
I thought my Mind might with the Veſlel reſt, 
However, be more peaceable at leaſt, 
But far from this, new Horrors they aftright, 


The Towns, the Men, the Land, a wretched 
; ( Sight ! 


At this, my Eyes, obedient to my Mind, 

Guſht out with Tears, that long had bin confin'd, 
Such Floods I wept,as when great Waters flow, 
From talleſt Mongntains, coverd ore with Snow, 
Difſolvd by Rains, that Threat'n all below. 
While Kome, The great, the good, the much lov'd 


» ( Place, 
My Houſe, my Wife, my Friends, my Fears en- 
( creaſe, 


Often I ask to Dye, but ask in vain, 

As Heav'a reſery'd me for a farther Pain ; 
But that cann't be, ſo exquiſtte my Grief, 
The Torments that I know exceed Belief: 
Why has the Fatal Steel eſcap'd my Throat ? 
Why has the Deep ber Mouth unkindly ſhut ? 


The 


[34 ] 
The Gods, in Complaiſance to Ceſars Wrath, 
Reſolve me wretched, and deny me Death. 


ELEGY IU. 


Pon —_ 


To his Wife. 
With fome Account of his Sickneſs. 


Oo weak to write, aStranger's hand L uſe, iſ 
: | But be n't, my Dear, too much ſurpriz'd | 
( at this 
Take the true Reaſon, tho' I'm loth to tell, 
So much you love, ſo very much l feel : 
A ſudden llIneſs ſeiz'd me with a mighty force, 
And tho! ſo bad at firſt, I ſtill grew worſe, 
VVhile ſhooting Pains diſtorted every joint, 
And frequent Sweats made all my Members faint ; 


My 


| 
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My Fingers, they refus'd the VVork they knew, 
And diſobey'd, tho I deſign?d it you ; 

No Means wes left, but by another's hand, 
And this is that, my Deareſt VVife, I ſend: 
The want of Health's no ſmall, no trivial Ill, 
The Braveſt pity, when the Pains they feel ; 


Wien weary'd Nature, Stagger'd with the 
( Welghtr, 


Diſorder'd, finks beneath approaching Fate 


But mine's much worſe than e'er the Wretchedſt 
( knew, 


The Place l live in, doubles every Woe, 
Here's no Phy ſitian to Relieve the Sick, 


| No healing Corvials to ſupport the V Veak, 


No VVitty Friend is found within this Place, 
vVith plealing Stories, to divert in ſucha Caſe, 
And make the il1ggiſh Minutes mend their Pace; | 
In various Poſtures on my B:d 1 lye, | 
Reſtleſs in all, yet ſtill the ſame I Try, 


VVhile crouding Thoughts are ſhuffling in my 
( Mind, 


But you, as always, I the deepeſt find ; 


G Fond 
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Fond of your Name, the wonted Sound I ſpeak, 

Improperly, they ſay, and Nonſcnce meke, 

$2 much 1 love, that ſhou'd my Faultring Tongues 

Too Weak, refuſe to ſpeak as it has done ; 

Shou'd you appear, the Strings wou'd artful Play, 

Thy' ſhrunk befare, wou'd all Obedience be, 

A thouſand little tender tkings I'ce fay, 

Talk like a Lover, on lis Weddigg-day, 

And more than talk, I'd love, my Dear, as he. 

Such joy, wou'd give new Meaſure to my Days, 

While 1 nos only 1iv'd, but liv'd with Exe ; 

But if the Thread of Life the Siſters ſpup, 

Was bur dz{tgn'd tiil now, and's a'moſt done, 

Ic had bin kind to let me ſtay'd ar Home, 

And there, ye Gods, expected tillicRun ; 

Then Tad a Grave within my Country had, 

And all my Friends, the decent Rites had paid, 
cure ad flept, without RefleAion layd 3 

Now in a diſtant Land, remote from all, 

Living, and dying, I unpity'd Fall, 

No tender Friend to do the laſt kind Work, 

To Cloſe my Eyes, for eyer after Dark. 


When 
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Fs hen you receive theleines, my, Nearg}, Wife: 
LEE ROT MY Alper A bayrh «ef ; 
inar'd to Sorrows, you Know better, things, 
Yeu Know,too much Concern,a Weakacls bring ; 
.ong you have learnt the,M:lancizoly Trade, 
Read 3l] the 1M ſtery?s,i6.ever had ; 
Peliucs, Child, Death ir ſciPs no Puniſhment, 
7ouloſt your Busband in kis Baniſhmert, 
I be worſt of Deaths the Gods cou'd cer invent, 
A Death with icfamy, to th' Vileſt fent x; 
Ang now if Heay'n wowd hardon what is paſt, 
3013 Pray'r I'de make,and breath it with my laſt ? 
May no Remains of me, bat al! eatire, 
Stretcht on the Pile, in fierceſt Flames expire 5 
For {hou'd what fond P31 acoras {ays, be true; 
That aſter D:ath, our Souls a Being know, 
More Wretched ſtill, to dye in fach a Place, 
Unknown the Way, I ſhoa'd be Doom'd to this ) 
Converſe with Ghoſts, that Devils liv'd, 

That never cou'd on Earth be once believ'd, 

This makes me Charge thoſe Servants that 1 nave; 
To ke all Burnt, ſomes Aſhes only (ave, 
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And tliefe enclos'd withih a well-made Urn, 
To }tmly; with baſte | w&w'd have Zorn, 
And thus tho' dead, my Dear, I ſhall return. 
And whocan blame your pious care in this, 


,Tis all inhumane, if it ſhou'd diſpleaſe, 

The Thevan dead, his Corps were ſtole away, 
And bury'd too, in ſpite of a Decree : 

Let well-choſe Sweets be ſcatter'd o're my Grave, 
And let my Marble this Inſcription have 


Here, in this Melancholly Vault below, 

Lyes injur”d Ovid, all that's Ovid now, 
Undone, andruir'd, while he he flrove to move, 
By telling Stories of endearing Love : 

Now whoſoter thou art, that paſſeſt by, 


Pray Heawn that Ovid may ſecurely lve, 
Since thou thy ſelf haſt lov'd as well as he. 


This is enough to ſignifie the Man, 
” The reſt my Books will do,they ſpeak my Fame, 
Louder, and better,than Inſcriptions can. 


- —— 
Eng 
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Much more I have to ſay, much more cou'd find, 
Cou'd I with ſtrength deliver all my Mind : 
Take then unfiniſh'd, what your Husband gives, 
May you enjoy, and long, the World he leaves ; 
May you of Bleſſings have ſo vaſt a ſtore, 
'Till Heav'n can give, or you can ask no more. 
The laſt good thing your Ov: he preſents, 
He gives you Health, the Bleſſing that he wants, 


ELEGY 


To his Friend. 


Adviſing bun to ſhun the dangerous 
Converſation of the Great, recom- 
mending a Private Life, with the 
Advantages of a Retirement. 


A Ake this, my Friend, in Dangers often 
7 | ( known, 


That durſt, in worſt of Times, a Friend- 
( ſhip own : 


—— 


Live to fl, always ayoid a ſhow, 
The Private, do, the trueſt Pleaſures know, 
Value thy ſelf on Nature's better Care, 
Prefer her Gitts, before his Lordſhip's Ear 3 


Deſpiſe 


[ 91 | 
D:ſpiſe the Gaudy Titles that he has, 
The Mouldy inſtances of former Praiſe ; 
B:lieve me, for I know it very true, 
None live fo happy, as the Private do ; 
A {mal}, convenient, lictle Houſe, I'd chooſe, 
With ſome few Friends, try'd by the niceſt Laws, 
This I'd Prefer, by much, before a Court, 
With all the Pawder?d Fops that there Reſort, 
Scarce 18 appearance Men, ſo Antick dreſt; 
Yet when they Talk,their Garb's by much the beſl 3 
To live with ſuch as theſe, is Hell to Wiſer Men» 
That love their Eaſe,and Studys,more than Gain : 
When Fove in anger Throws his Thunder round, 
He levels taller Buildings with the Ground, 
While Humble Cottages untouch'd are found. 
The naked Sail-yard al] Attempts defys, 
Fearleſs of all the force of Waves, and Skies, 


While ſwelling Sails are drove thro' dangerons 
M Ways 

Ruſll'd by Winds, that tronble wideſt Sezs; 

O, had I took, what here I now adviſe, 


You ad known me till at Rome, in perfect Peace! 


He 


5 
He who by Chance comes down upon a Plain, 
Falls without danger, and may riſe again : 
Why was Fam'd Dedalus found ſafe, when he, 
With Wings, as well as /car cid Fly ? 

This was the Difference, and only this, 

One kept the Ground, the other Made the Skys ; | 
When Dadalxs fell, he roſe azain with eaſe, 
But t'other falling from a Prci pice, 

Dy'd ith' Attempt, and dying Nam'd the Seas. 
Believe me, Friend, and take my very Soul, 
The Truths 1 tell, ate good, and ſtudy'd all, 
Quit not Retirement, for Noiſe, and Show, 
Or Pompous Titles, as the Great Ones do. 


Happy the good, Unknown, who in a Middle 
| | ( State, 


Lontented lives, more Vertuous than Great, 
He anſwers all the Ends the Gods enjoyn, 
No time, but's very well employ'd by him ; 


What ger he ſays, is all ſeverely true, 
He da's not talk, as Paraſites ia Courts muſt do, 
He's always juſt to what he do's pretend, | 


And is, where Cer he promiſes, a Friend : 


Friend 
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Friendſhip admits of no diſſembling Arts, 
But boalts of pure, entire, and perfeCt parts, 


Allows no more of nauſeous Flattery, 


Than pious Laws approve of Treachery ; 

But all her Rules, ſo well you underſtand, 

| You can in loftyer Strains than I, commend ; 
You praiſe it too, by praCtiling the Good, 

And living Perſect, as the Better ſhou'd. 

Often | think, with what a kind (ad look, 
When I left Rome, your laſt Farewell you took ; 
With what affeAion you return'd my Kiſs, 

How much concern you ſhow'd in the Surprize, 


What Floods of Tears deſcended from your 
(Eyes! 


This was Compaſſionate, and very Kind, 
But this is but a part of what's behind ; 
When e'er the Rabble, fond of Miſery, 
Breath'd out my Name, with Infamy, 

You, like a Guardian Angel, ſtill tood firm, 
And for my Sake, opposd the loudeſt Storm; 
For this, the World ſhall pay eternal Praiſe, 


And read your Name 10 never d ying Verſe ; 


My 
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My Perſon's Baniſh'd, but my Name's ſtill free, 
And boaſts, a great, and glorious Liberty. 


—. 
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To his Friend. 


Whom he calls by a Feiend Name, 
Charus. 


wW 


Well I remember then, how kindly you, 


Hen the laſt Morn's unwelcome Light 
( came on, 


When I muſt leave my Wife, my 
(Friends, and Rome, 


Profeſs'd a Friendſhip ever ſince prov'd true ; 
Nor had I long, my Friend, the Bleſſing known, 
Which made it dearer than it wou'd have bin, 


That 
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That you, while I, uadone, negletted ſtood, 
Shou'd then, an early Friendſhip too, make good, 
Was ſuch a generous, and noble thought, 

I: reach'd the higheſt Pitch that Friendſhip ought ; 
Nor yet do's Abſence alter your Deſign, 

But ſtill, my C-aras, you continue Mine ; 

Often you dare to take a Sufferer's Parr, 

And none, than Charus, boaſts a nicer Art ; 

Yer Eloquence with ſo much force can move, 
Severeſt Judges a'molt partial prove ; 

W hat can you do then, whea a fort of Right, 


Pleads for your Friend, and you, my Friend, _ 
it 
This is my Caſe, in this, uſe all your Skill, 
Ceſar is good, and will forgive an Ill, 
For mine's a Crime, becauſe he thinks ſo ſtill. 
The Great, and Valiant, is the Generous Foe, 
He ſcorns what little petty Conquerors do, 
His Honour prompts him by a better Law. 


The Fault once own'd, he ſoon Forgives the 
( Crime, 
And ne*er vpbraids, till he's provok'd agaln ; 


50 
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So fierceſt Lions, tho' their Power great, 
Pardon the Weak, when Proſtrate at their Feet, 
Such an Acknowledgment decides the Fray, 
And this is certainly the nobler way ; 

But Wolves, and Bears, of an inferiour Race, 
Always the ſame, are fierce in every Place, 
They no Submiſſion take, but ſeize their Prey, 
And rudely hear the trembling Beaſt away. 
Who was &*er Rougher than Achilles was? 4g 
Yet Dardanus his Griefs took ſo much Place, | 
His VVrongs was read in Fierce Achilles Face ; 
Such thoughts as theſe, make me expect Relief, 
That Heav'n will one day mitigate my Grief: 
Had I bin conſcious of ſome Mighty Fault, 

I durſt not then, ſo much as this have Thought ; 
Had I in VVine profan'd great Ce2/ar*s Name, 
Manag'd refleftingly ſo good a Theme ; 

Had I bin Treacherovs, I ſhou'd deſire to dye, 
Rather than live with ſo much infamy ; 

But for beholding what I cou'd not ſhun, 
Baniſh'd, for what my Eyes have only done, 

Is hard, and yet for this I'm Baniſh'd Rome. 
Now 
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Now, what I ask, is, you wou'd intercede, 
If Liberty is never to be had, 
Pray my Removalfrom this horrid Place, 


—_—— 


{7 


And ['le reſt ſatisſy'd, my Friend, with this. 
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To Perilla. 


O to Perhilla, Letter, haſty Go, 


What &er ſhe's doing of, tell her of me, 

. . She'll leave it all, and quickly follow thee ; 
A thouſand times ſhe'll ask you bow 1 do ? 
Whether Pm melancholly ſill, or No ? 


Tell her of e'ery Circumſtance you know 3 
You'll find her Waiting by her Mother ſtand, 
Liſtning, and Running, at the leaſt Command : 


—_— 


Whe- 
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Whether my Health Cent injur'd by wy Fate, 


And I grown old, and bend beneath the Welght : 
To all ſhe ſays, make her this ſhort Reply, 

I live, but live impztiently te Dye : 

Tell her, the Maſes are my Care again, 

And all the Pleaſure that I have's in them; 
Ang while you talk, ask her be ſure, why ſhe, 
Buſy din other Studies, left her Poetry ? 

She had a ſort of Right, by Birth to plead, 


9 


Her Father's Wit, has aiways bin aHowd'; 
*T was very hard, ſhou'd Chilren only live, 
Entitl'd to Diſeaſes, thar their Parents have ; 
Sometimes a Fathers Wirt's a happy Share, 
A Promiſing Portion,in the meaneit Heir ; 

W ben Natare in Peri//a prov'd her Care, 
And Form'd her Perfe@, as the Nicelt are, 
When every Stroak Foretold a certain Reign, 
And Pregnant Wir, early deſerv*d a Name, 
'Twas then, I brought her to the ſacred Spring, 
And gave her to the Nine a grateful Offering, 
They ſoon inſpir'd with Art and Thought, 


And all her Lines were Smooth, as ſhe were 
( Taught ; 


None 
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None than Perilla more ſublimely Flew, 
Yer never loſt, her Rules ſeverely True 
If Charming Lesbia ſung a nobler Song, 
Leibia with Pains had Read the Muſes long, 
Perilla in her Infant Age writ ſtrong. 

Often with Pcay*rs, [ bleſt th' Auſpicious Sign, 
Kilt the young Girl, ia all her Actions Mine, 
Ofcen I wonder'd at the mighty Powr, 

A Tzle Tad heard, but never knew before 

This was my thoughts, Raisd toa valt Height, 
To ſee my Darling Care, Perhillz Great, 

When ſtrair, ſome angry God his Thunder threw, 
And ſtriking me, he ſtruck Perillatoo 53 
Nofſooner was my Baniihment Decreed, 

But my great hopes, were in a Moment dead, 
Perilla, all her Books afide had Jaid. 

What tho' by Reading Pm unfortunate ? 

You may expect, my Dear, a better Fate; 
Beauty, ?tis true, you have a wondrons Share, 
But Beauty, Child, tho? every Parent's care, & 
Shines but a while, and then will Diſappear | 


But 
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Bat Ladies that have Wit and Beauty too, 

May boaſt more Slaves than Richeſt Tyrants do'; 
Nay, when Time has Plough'd the lovely Face, 
And all Perilla's thouſand Charms, decreaſe, 

Her Eyes leſs ſprightly, and her Lips leſs red, 
Ner Noſe, her Cheeks, look nothing as they did; 
Her Wir ſh2l] ſtill a mighty Empire know, 

And all Mankind ſhall to Perilla Bow : 

Let this, my Dear, make you aſlume your Pen, 
And read, with care, your Authors o'er again, 


And Bleſs the World with th' Iſſue of your 
( Brain. 
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VERSES 


Several Occaſions. 


* » 


ODE 23. Horace, Lib. 1. 
To VIRGIL, 


Taking a Voyage to Athens. 
Ay Penm happily Condodt my Friend, 
And Helen's Brothers, ſhining Stars, de- 


M oy 


May «£olus, whole Voice the Winds obey, 

Make thee his Care, and ſtill the Raging Sea, 
Chain in his Deneach Wind, but what you want; 
And like a God Protect; and Storms prevent ; 
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And you, Fond Ship,proud of your Burthen now, 
Sail with more care, than uſually you do, 
Safely convey him, to the Atrick, Lands, 

The belt of Poets, and the beſt of Friends, 

In this you will Preſerve my-better Half, 

My Y:rgil, Dearer to me than my felt. 


His Heart was more than Braſs, who firſt durſt 
( 80, 

And viſit diſtant Shoars, as we do now, 

Safe in a Ship, the Floting Monſters ſee, 

And be no more Concern'd i'th? Deep,than they, 

Careſs the Watery People as they come, 


And mile, as tho? ſome. Common thing he?ad 
( done: 


In vain, the Prudent Deities divide, 
Confine Mankind by an impetuous Tide, 


While Impious Ships can Croſs the Rougheſt 
( Seas, 


In ſpite of all the Force of Waves and Skies, 
Nothing's ſo Mad, that fooliſh Man won't do, 
Courting Forbidden 11ls, becauſe theyre ſo. 
Prometheus long ago, begun the Way, 

Stealing Fove's Fire to Animare his Clay, 

= But 
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With haſty Death confound his Arrogance. 

Fond Daedalus, with Wings muſt needs goi'Try,)' 
To Cut the Air, and reach the LiquidSky, 

A Pow'r, which Nature's wiſer Laws deny. 

Thro? Hell below, the Fierce Alcides Ran, 


A Place, where none, one woud 'ave thonght, 
( wou'd gone. 


Grown Gyants in Impiety, we ſwell, 
And Brave the Gods, that wou'd at quiet dwell; 
Nay, 7ove Aſſault'in his Imperial Throne, 
Uneaſy, if he lays his Thunder down, 


H 3 
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Bat ſoon the God perſud him with his Pow'r, 
Sent him Diſeaſes, never known before :_ 
While Death mov*d ſlowly, in a lazy Pace, 
Ages Man liv'd, and good, and happy Was, 

But now his Life's Contrated to a Span, 
Scarce ſooner is he Barn, than he;jis gone, 

His Sin, made jealous Heav'n ſnatch him hence, 
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0 D E 5. lib. 1. 
| To Pyrrha. 


Hat Youth, vonskilPd in Preis Win 
' #11 ( tot Art, 


Offers his Love, and gives thee all. big. 
( Heart ? 


With Choice Perfumes, like, a dreſt, amoxous 
( mw 


Courts Charming Pyrrha, as TvS'd to do; 
Knocks at thy Door, and fears to be deny” 0, 2 


Loving his Pyrrþa mere than all, b; es. + 


F or whomdo! you thoſe Flowing Locks prepare; 
Careleſs » yet Hacer, than The nicelt are z 
When time ſhall ſhow him what his Pyrrha is, 
How will he Curſe his Fond miſtaken Bliſs ! 
When he, ne'er us'd to ſwelling Seas before, 
Looks back, and ſces the dear deſerted Shozr, 


How 
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How often yill he Weep his Wretched Fate ? 
And Curſe his Stars, that ſo ſeverely Hate; 
Tho? now he eager, Rifles all thy Charms, 

And thinks no Bleſſings like his Pyrrb4's Arms ; 
Neer doubts at all, bat you will always Prove, 
Conſtant like him, Ergaging ſti]l in Love : 
Unhappy Men ! to whom unknown youſhine, 


Who fondly think .you're Good, btcauſe you'r- 
( Fine, 


I felt the Storm my Self, and then I Vow'd, 
For ever after to Adore th? Aſſiſting God, 


And here, this Table ſhows I dread the Flood. 


” ——— .____— 


To Clrinda. 


S; Pray's a Privil:dge ths Gods allow, 

| They kindly elve us leave to Love 'em 
| FT ( too, 
And what the'Gvds Approve, 1 hope you do. 

Poets, like me, Comp!ain, Admire, Adore, 


Love, Write; Dye, and Dying, own your Pow'r, 
H 4 And 
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And tho' the Nywph's as Good, and Fair as you, 
Twas ner Clarinda thought a Crime to Bo W, 
The Sun, his Beams does equally Diſplay, 

And kindly gives the Good, and Bad, a Day, 
Your Charms, as powerful are, as great as his, 
More than his Hear, your Wit,and Beauty, pleaſe 3 
But ſhoy'd your Influence no farther go, 

Than thoſe that live, and look, and talk like you, 
As juſt Afrea, from the World you'd Fly, 

And Heav'n Oblige with better Company. 


Gods ! when we View the Beauties of your Mind, 
Unmixt with Pri de, Ambition, or Deſign, 
Nature had fondly giv'n ſo vaſt a ſtore, 

Had not your Family bin Prodigies before ; 
Wit unafteCted, States, and Em pires Rules, 
Endears the Good, ex poſes Fops akd Fools. 

If Wit alone Commands, and makes a Slave, 
How many Thouſands muſt Clarinda have? Y 
Whoſe Tongye, or Eyes,can either Kill or Save.) 


When 
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When Beauty moy'd, and Love, and Wit, firſt 
( Took, 


la foft, engaging Numbers, Lovers ſpoke, 

Eaſy you Reign'd, and willingly they Bore, 
The pleaſing. Bondage of ſo juſt a Pow'r ; 

Like them of old, we Love, and like them too, 
Artleſs we Write, of any thipg, but you. 


Heaven ne'er wants it's Thunder, yet the Air 
Is ſometimes Calm, Serene, and very Clear, 
Showd Storms ariſe, and Winds for eyer Blow, 
While Nature Triumph'd in ſo Wild a'Show, 
No longer we ſhou'd Reliſh Life below. 

Like Heav'n, Madam, let your Goodneſs move, 
While we Return our Wonder, and our Love, 
And tho? you gently Reign, yet like the Skies, 


Command your Lightning, when we Dare De- 
2 ſpile. 


Upon 
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Upon Philis Frowning, 


Pu. thoſe'Frowns will:never Puniſh now, 


Had you but Frown'd ſome Twenty Years 
( ago, 


Some injudicious Lover might have Whin'd, 
And figh'd, becauſe Ris Philis:were unkind ; 


Age now hath made your Forehead far from 
( ſtreight, 


By Planting Wriakles;that the Young Men hate ; 
Nor do the-Elder love a Wither'd Face, 

By whichi they Read their own, as in a Glaſs, 
Deaths Heads, and Skeletons, Phy ſitians keep, 
But never lay em by 'em when they ſleep. 

Then Smile, my Philis, do, and Paint thy Skin, 
Defye the Girls, and try to be Fifteen. 


To 
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41iTo a:young: Eady of Sixteen, 
upon ber Marryng.a Man 
of Seventy Three. 


N Vain, Clarana, Nature gave you Charms, 
| Toſ pend your Youth, in Niſus Frozen Arms 3 
To hug a Poor, laſenſible, Old Man-z ; 
Whoſe Teetb,and Eyes, as wales Taft , 5 gone ; 
Or. ſhou'd he havea Tooth, ( which few believe ) 
"Tis Odds, but with a Kiſs, the Tooth you have: 
Had you bin ever Lewd, I ſhou'd have thought,” 
Sec Pious Fancy had the Pennance Taught ; 
Yet this can never be, no Fear of Evil, 
Cou'd ever make Cleraxs love the Devil ; 
No Popiſh Prieſt. cou'd ſuch damu'd Dottrine tell, 
To Merit Heaven, ſend a Soul to Hell ; 
"Twas Gold that Reconcil'd the Difference, 
And made Sixteen with Seventy three diſpence, 

Upan 
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Upon. a Young: Ladies Birth. 
Day... Aged. 9. 


Hen Bolder Atheiſts Nature” s power 
( ea. 


She gives the Wandring World a Pr: . 
( digy, 


Eafily Confounds their deepeſt laid D>fign, 
Proving her Care; with ſomething ſtrangely Fine? 


Such was her Work, when this Day's Welcome 
( Light, 


Made her, in you, Aſſert her utmoſt Right, 


When Heav'a return'd, for Pains your Mother 
( knew, 


The moſt Engaging Bleſſing, Heav'n cou'd do, 
And Bleſt not only her, but All, in you. 

Long may you live, our Wonder, and our Care, 
Witty as Great, and Good, as you are Fair, 


You 


ry 
\ 
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You need not Xnelter's Paint, nor Waller's Pen, 

N ture, without their Art, deſignd your Reign : 
When Age ſhall ripeq all thoſe Growing Charms, 
And eery Look with wonderous Force Alarms ; 
When willingly a Thouſand Lovers Dye, 

And tell their Heart, by ſpeaking with their Eye, 
A mighty Empire, Madam, then you'll know, 
While none Contends for Empire, but for you, 


To Phils. 


Or God ſake, Phils, be n't ſo Coy, 
F I never lovd you yet, not |: 
Had you Dreſt well, been Fair, and Glear, 
And Sweet, and Clean, as others are 
Good natur'd, humble, Modeſt, Witty, 
Fine, Well-bred, and ſomething Pretty, 
Amidſt ten thouſand Lovers then, 


PFhilis, 'tis odds, but you'd had ſome ; 


Nay, 
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Nay, I pethaps might then been Caught, 
However, Lov'd you in a Fit, 

When Drunk, or Mad, to Philis run, 

And Kiſt her Mouth, and'Curſt my own : 
Tho' this may lucky prove, ts true, 

To any one that Marrys you, 

Shou'd he be Il}, and want to Spew, 

'Tis only, Philis, viewing you ; 

Or ſhou'd he be advisd to Sh—te, 

The ſelf-ſame ObjeQt do's the Feat ; 

But ſhou'd my Philis &er be Wed, 

What Monſters, Ph#5s, -mult you Breed ; 
With ſtaring Eyes, and Aſſes Ears, 

With Monkeys Tales, and Skins like Bears ; 
For fear of this live Virgin ſtill, 
And venture leading Apes in Hell. 
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A SONG: 


Larinda (till diſputes my Love, 
(;} Uakind denys my Flame, 
Tho' all my Looks my Paſſion prove, 

Yet ſtill I Love in vain. 


When Gods above their Lightning Throw, 
The ſtrongeſt feel their Pow'r, 

But this, Clarinada, they neer do, 
'Till we refaſe t' Adore. 


But you as Good, was you as Kind, 
Can Unprovok?d Deſtroy, 

Czreleſs behold the Swain you find, 
When he for you muſt Dye. 


And tho' none Boaſts a better Right, 
Yet let me this Adviſe, 

Conceal thoſe Beauty's that Invite, 
Or Pity him that Dyes. 


Flor. 
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Hor. O DE-34-: 4b. 1. 
He Reſolves to be Religious, 


Who the Deitys ſo ſeldom Pray'd, 
| But, follow'd the Delights of Szoſe, 
That no Religion ever yet Obey'd, 
But Epicurus fond Pretence, 
My impious Error, have at laſt perceiv'd, 
At laſt grown Good, and Vertue's Rules believ'd. 


For very lately, ove, I angry heard, 
His Rolling Thunder reat the Sky, 
The Wondering World, amaz'd,were all affraid, 
And Trembl'd at his Majeſty, 
His Lightning Prov'd his awful Reign and Pow'r, 
And wade me too, tho' very late, Adore, 


How did he ſhake Remoteſt Lands and Seas ? 
The Noiſe, diſturb'd the very Dead, 

The Ghoſts in Wild Diſorder all Aroſe, 
And Pluto, tho' a God, Obey'd, 


The 
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The Lightning Pierc'd his Shady Walks, ſo Bright, 
His Weaker Flames were all Extinguiſht quite. 


Howdoes he ſport with greateſt Monarchs Pow't ? 
Snatch from their Heads the Glorious Crown, 

And make the Meaneſt, Royal Enfigns Wear, 
To Prove all Kingdoms are his Own; 

And under him, we ſee Blind Fortune Reigns, 

Nevet more pleagd than in the gteateſt Change- 


_—__ Section 4 PP Ir=—_ 
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O DE 9g. Hor. Lib. 3. 


A Dialogue betwixt Hor. and Lydia. 


Horace. 


% 


vW Hile I was welcome to my Lydia's Army, 
And no ſmooth Youth had any Part, 


How did 1 Prize my Lydia's melting Charas ? 
And eager, gave her all my Heart : 
1 No 
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No joyslike what her amorous looks cou'd Teach, 


Each happy Smile was worth a Crown, 
No Perſian King was ever half ſo Rich, 
As l, while Lyaia was my Own. 


Lydia. 


Whilſt Horace Soul, my Beauty cou'd Inſpire, 
And Chloe's Charms, ne'er Warm'd his Breaſt, 
How did I meet him with a Glowing Fire ! 
And never thought my ſelf fo Bleſt. 


His Seeming Paſſion gave Aſſurance too, 

While Woods relounded Lydia's Name, F 
Too Credulous Lydia thought him True, 

And often boaſted of the ſame, 


Hor ace. \ 


Ah Lydia, Chloe now has all my Heart, 
For her I willingly wou'd dye, 

Chloe, that Sings, and Plays, fo fine a Part, 
Chloe, her ſelf, all Harmony. 


Lyaia. 
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Lydia. 


Ah Horace, Calais ſacceeds you now, 
And Boalts x finer Mien, and Air, - 
So much in Feats of [ove out-dacs you too. 


Pde dye two Deaths ta fave my Dear, 
Hor ace. 


What if my iormer Love returns again 7 
And I, for Lydia ſhou'd dye, 
Fondly admirecach Smile,and Dread exch Frowm 
And Chiz's Charms again deny. 
L1aia. 
Tho' lovely Calass ſhines like any Star, 
Is Young, and Gay, and Conſtant too, 


Yet I muſt Own, I love my Horace more, 
Ard 1 had rather live with you. 


Mong ogrmmy ap pr Pe 9. = 
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ODE 19. Hor. Lib. 1. 
To Gheera. 


Enus engages with her Art, 
V Officious Cupid Plays his Part ; 
Beſides, my Inclinations move, 

And Wanton, ſtill are Preſſing Love ; 
Glycera, more Bright than Marbles Shines, 
Glycera, my very Soul inclines; 

Her Pretty Womanly Diſdain, 

Donbles my Love, as well as Pain, 

Every well Appointed Frown, 

Makes me, Glycera, more your own: 

How have I view'd that lovely Face ! 
How do I ſtill with Wonder Gaze ! 

Venus left her Cyprian Grove, 

And came to teach me all her Love, - 
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As ſoon as I the Goddeſs met, 
She told me, ſhe wou'd have me Write, 
But Write no more, ſays ſhe, of Wars, 
That fill your Head with idle Fears, 
How Parthians Fight, and Fighting Fly, 
What 1: ſuch Stuff to you or] ? 

Write me ſome Stories that may move, 


And Melt the Longing Girl with Love 
While trembling Limbs, and ſparkling Eyes, 
Diforder'd words, and ſhort-breath'd Sighs, 
Show how ſhe Loves, and Loving, Dyes. 

In this the Goddeſs I'll Obey, 

In this ſame Place an Altar lay, 

Here Offer at the Goddeſs Shrine, 

And Beg ſhe wou'd, as now Incline, 

And make the Charming Ghcera mine. 


I 3 
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The P arting. 


N Larina's Eyes have prov'd Love's Empire 
| | ( True, 


Made me, tho? long a Rebel, Own it 
OO 5 

When I, Commanded, took my laft Ped , 
Gods ! whit ſtrange Diſorders did 1 feel ! 
How my fwol'n Eyes diſcharg'd ther mizkty ſtore) 
And Wept, as tho they'ad never Wept before ; 
As $1ow around the Taller Mountains hangs, 
W hich Rain Aiſfolves, ard tothe Valleys brings, 
Whoie Rapid Torrent threatens all the Way, 
Not ſtont by Houſes till it Reach the Sea : 


So was it, when my Eyes, brim-full, o'erflow'd, 


D5 


( Flood; 
And had not I,thro' Weakneſs, Dy'd away, 


No Coubt, but I my Seif had made a Se1 : 


None ſaw the Stream, but fear d the growing 


Often 
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Often Vad heard of Yerrs, and her Son, 

Often been told what Miracles they'ad done; 
How they cou'd make the Obſtineteſt ſigh, 

Nay more, much more, admire, adore, and dye; 
Bat theſe were idle, ſenceleſs Tales to me, 

An Infidel in Love's Divinity : 


Venus, 1 thought, migat Charm ſome Amorous 
( Youth, 


And Cupid's Beauty might have bin a Truth, 
But to Believe his Arrows, Bow, and Darts, 
Were Form'd to Murder, or to Soiten Hearts, 
Were Stuff, I thought, but find it very True, 
And willingly Retract my Error now. 

Some Months agon, as I Clarindz Gaz'd, 

My Heart unuſual Pulſes Beat, amaz'd, 

I unaccountably began to Sigh, 


But ſoon, diſorder'd all, thought Dezth were , 
( nigh, 


Neer Dreamt of Love, I leaſt, not I; 
Till One, whom long Experience made Wiſe, 
Told me 'twas Love, the Symptoms had bin his : 


No 
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No ſooner had he told me what he knew, 
But ſtrait an Arrow from Love's Quiver flew, 
And prov'd his Story litterally True. | 
Forgive me, Cupid, tho*I late Adore, 
I Feel, as well as Dread the Conquerour, 
And.if I &'er again Reflect on Thee, 
May I be Damn'd for my Apoſtacy. 


Forgive me, Yenus, for I've injur?d you, 
Profane, ne'er Worſhipt, as I Ougit to doe ; 
Forgive me, lovely Maid, to you | Bow, 
'Fere you have inn'd, and humbly Ownit too 
To ſee Clarinda, and to Rail at Love, 

Deſerv'd no leſs than Thunder from above : 
Tho' you *ave no need of Forreign Aid, or Skill, 
Your Eyes with Lightning can as ſurely Kill, 
Sooner the Gyants might their Heaven Scale, 
Than l againſ} Clarizda's Force, Prevail. z 
But Oh ! when La full Obedience ſhow'd, 

And Qwn'd you Fair,and found you very Gogd, 
' Not Proud, Reſervd, nor yet more Free, | 
-Fhan Well-bred Ladigs always ought to be, | 


| How 
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How happy was | thought by all that knew ! 
How ſmoothly did the pleaſing Minutes Flow ! 
Till that, ( too too ſevere Decree) that Day, 
Curſe on it's Light ! that Hurry'd me away; | 


Not Trembling Ghoſts with more Abhorrence 
( Go, 


Change their Abodes, for Gloomy Walks *"le 
Than I, Confounded, from Clarinda Went, 
Plung'd in the Deepeſt Sea of Diſcontenrt. 


Horace, ODE 29. Lib. 1. 


To Iccius. 


Wpon his Changing his Study of Philo« 
ſopby for that of War. 
- That you, moy'd with th' OOTY 


Had Chang'd the Courſe that you ſo long bad 


( ſteer'd, 
And all your Eaſe, and Freedom ſold. 


Uch did I wonder, /cci«s, when I heard, 
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That you Philoſophy ſhou'd leave for War » 
And growing Old, begin to Fight, 

Chains for Saban Kings, and Xdeades prepare, 
A Work you never thought of yet. 


What lovely Virgin ſhall Entreat my Friend, 
Rob'd of the Charming Youth ſhe lov'd ? 

What Royal Boy your Hapineſs attend, 
With joys that Jccius always Mov'd ? 

Who now Afhirms that Floods mayn't backwards 


(Run ? 
Nay Tyber's ſelf, forſake her Couric, 


Like other Streams, ſce Springs where ſhe begun, 
And 'ffright the Mountains with their Force. 


Since you, your well choſe:Bgoks alide have laid, 
And all the Pleaſure Learning brings, 
Begia to learn a bloody dangerous Trade, 
That always promis'd better Things. 


ODE 


gm, 
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ODE 31. 


He asks a moderate Foytune, with - much 
Health, 


*F” THat will the Poct ask the Gads to day ? 
For what, when he performs his Of- 


( ferings, Pray ? 

Not for the Rich Sardiria's Fruitful Groutid, 
Nor Fatted Herds, in Dry Calabria fotind ; 
Not Go1d, nor Ivory, nor Richeſt Meads, 
Where D:ep, but Pleaſant Zyris filent Glides ; 
Let tnem that have %:m, Prune their Tender 

| ( Trees, 
Manage with Care, what ever Fortune gives ; 
Let the Rich Merchant, ſafe Arriv'd at laſt, 
In Golden Goblets, drink a mighty Draught, 
Thank Heaven for his Deliverance from Harms, 


Qut-ſailing Pyrats, and out living Storms ; 


Olives, 


128] 


Olives, and Mallows, rather be my Food, 
Eaſe, my Delight, and Books, my Chiefeſt Good. 


The Golden Ape. 


Uch was the World, when no Contention 
(Reign'd, 


When —_— with Eaſe, and Plenty, bleſt 


( Manking, 


When Nature, in a Pure, but ſimple Dreſs, 
Taught Men the trueſt way to Happineſ; ; 
E'er Artifice, Intrigue, Cunning, Deſign, 

Had yet employ'd the Buſie States-Man's Mind ; 
E'er Boldcr Atheiſts durſt Diſpute the Earth, 
And make it take an Accidental Birth ; 

Owe all its Order to a Lucky Chance, 

When Merry Attoms were diſpogd to Dance ; 
Or make it an Eternal Being have, 

As God was always, and muſt always live : 

As Light by Emanation from the Sun, 


So Heaven, and Earth, and Seas, from God to 
( come : 


No, 
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No, the later Traces of th* Almighty's Care, 
Taught 'em much juſter Nations of his Pow'r, 
That he, in Time, Call'd from Eternal Night, 
A Glorions Day, with Chearful Beams of Light, 
And made a ſhapeleſs Lump, of Form admit, 
And Order ſhine thro! all the Parts of it ; 
Long er Ambition yet the People knew, 
Or Intereſt, to make what's Falſe, ſeem True, 
Princes ( for &ery Parent were as ſuch ) 
Ne'er thought of Fighting, but of Loving, much ; 


No Swords, or Spears, were yet Contriv'd, or 
( Made, 


No impioas Ships, the Foaming Billows dar'd, 
But Men, and Boats,the ſwelling Surg:s Feard : 
The Aged Oak, ne*er ſopt in Briny Seas, 
Securely kept the Wood, its Native Place, 


Tho' Marm”ring Winds the Younger Branchcs 
( Bow Us 


The Body ſtood, as mighty Mountains did, 
Ne*er Mov'd,but when the laboring Earth in Pain, 


Preſt with ſome Pent-up Wind, began to Groan, 


And 
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And in extremity, by Force o'erthrow, 
Vaſt Trees,ſtrong Houſes, Talleſt Mountains tog ; 
The Ocean was, as Heaven at firſt Deſign'd, 

A certain Boundary to part Mankind ; 

The Floating Monſters kept their Watery home, 
Not more ayoiding Men, than they did Them ; 
*Til Waptan Luxury began to pleaſe, 

And Taught the World Vinvade their Propertys, 
Brave Death, for various ſorts of Meat, 

To fatisfie a Fooliſh: Appetite, 


Or what's ſtill worſe, for Gold, they con'd not 
( Eat. 


Wou'd Heav*n I 'ad been at firſt th' Almighty's 
( Care, 


And had an early Being any where, 
Or elſe had been reſerv'd for later Days, 


When Men by long Experience grow Wiſe. 


/ 
"id 
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? The Swond Liython 
of Moſchus. 


EUROPA 


% Hen firſt Europa, Venus care appear'd, 
A ſudden Dream, the Lovely Nymph 


( prepar'd, 


'T was then, when Night, her Darker Work had 
( done, 


And Bluſhing Mern, her Cheariul Dreſs put oa, 
Europa Dreamt, ( and ſure 1n Dreaws there is 
More than we thiak, at leaſt there was in this } 


She Dream't, two different Lands to her laid 
( Claim, 
The One ſhe knew, the Other not by N2me, 


Theſe like Two Matrons, both, their Right Ce- 
( clare, 

And each Aſſerted what ſhe ſaw in Her ; 

One ſaid, and juſtly too, ſhe Brought her F orth, 

The other, Pow'r pleaded, tho' not Birth, 


For 
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For Jove himſelf, Exropa is deſign'd, 


Too great a Bleſſing for a Humane Mind : 


This, tho* a Dream, the Tender Nymph had 
(Movd, 


She Wikſht, ſhe Fear'd, and what ſhe Fear'd, ſhe 
(Lov'd. 


Tell me,ye Gods, ( ſhe ſaid ) for you mult know, 
Whoſe Eyes diſcover Fate in Embrio, 

What makes the poor Europa Tremble ſo ? 
The Stranger that I ſaw, ſo Charming was, 


Such Sweetneſs in her Words, her Looks, her 
( Face, 


No harm, can ſure, with ſo much Goodneſs 
( Dwell, 


And yet, methinks, | ſtrange Diſorders feel, 
This Thought diſtraQts, but why, 1 cannot tel] : 
This ſaid, ber little Play-fellows ſhe ſought, 


Thinking, that they might ſome Relief have 
( brought, 


But they, alas ! of what ſhe felt, Untaught z 
With theſe ſhe often Paſt her Hours away, 

And was til] row, as Undiſturbd as they, 

The Tender! - ymphs lament her Growing Cares, 


And kindly iſh, that all her Fears were theirs ; 
| Oae 


\ 


- 
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ne taxes her by the Hand, and gently leads, 
The Mid ſtill Trembling, tothe Verdant Meads, 
Where varions kinds of Plants their Care became, 
find Flowers, willing to be Cropt by them : 
| A Golden Cup, the Fam'd Europa bore, 
Finer than Vaultan er had made betoto, 
| A Giir, the God on Lybiz beitowd, 
When firſt ſhe Bleit th admiiing Neprunc's B2d3 
Lybia with this did 7ulzpnifſe Try, 
For none fo Worthy of the Giit as ſhe, 
At laſt the Cap the Young Europa had, 
Fair Telephefſa's Daughter, yet a Maid. 
The Tender Jo, Inachn:'s Care, 
As firſt by Fove Transform'd, was Painted here , 
The Story told, what Pains he tcok to Gain, 
At once his Love, and Cheat his j;alous Queen z 
Here Mercury, and Argns hundr'd Eyes, 
A live leſs ſtrange, than when beheld on this, 
Such was the Cup the young Europa bore, 


Worthy treat Vulca's Art, and worthy her- 


I% 16s 
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The Nymphs no ſooner in the Meadows were, 
Where Daſies, Violets, and Cowſlips are, 
But all ro Gather what they like, Prepare : 


But ſtill Europa did the relt Surpaſs, 

As much in Air, in Mien, in Wi:, and Face, 

As Venus do's before the Graces ſhine, 

When Art, and Beauty, ſpeak ker moſt Divine : 


While thus ſhe ſhone, a Wondering God lookt 
( down, 


And looking, quickly left his Starry Throne, 
Exropa's Eyes, far brighter than the Light, 
That Gilds the Spangld Firmament by Night; 
But Faro, always jealous of her Jove, 

For well ſhe knew how Yenus Arts cou'd move, 
Tojilt the Queen,he Chang'd the God,and Fled, 
And as a Bal), within thoſe Paſtures Fed, 
Where Fair Ezropa, and the Virgins Play'd : 

A Bull, but ſtill a Form Divine he bore, 

Finer by much than c'er they'ad ſeen before, 
E::ropa went, ( her lictle Friends ſtood by ) 
ToTouch ths Charmipg Bull that Graz'd ſo nigh, 


f 


The 
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| The Bull Came on, and like a Lover Bow'd, 


To lteal a Kiſs, and Wonder'd when ſhe ſtood; 
Furopa Wip'd the Eager Foam away, 
And (Kitt his Lips, and Bid the Virgins ſtay, 


| He Low?d, but with ſo ſofc, ſo ſmooth an Air, 


The Sound was Muſick to the Niceſt Ear, 


Then Bent his Knees, and Greedy View'd her 
( Face, 


Proud to Lye down, and Tumble where ſhe was. 
Europa, Pleag'd to lee a Sight ſo new, 
Call'd all che Nymphs, and ſcarce b:liev'd ic True; 


Often, my Friends, We'ave in theſe Meadows 
( Play'd, 


And yet, we never Plaj'd till now, ſhe ſaid, 

Let's ſit upon this Ball, his Back's lo Broad, 

His ſtrengths ſo great, hell easly bear the Load, 
His Look's ſo pleaſing, and his Air's ſo Free, 

He differs from the reſt, as much as we 

A Soul he has, ſuch as great Heroes know, 

Cou'd he bart ſpeak, like them, I'de love him too, 
\With this ſhe ſate upon the Bull, and Rode, 


The other Virpins came to Mount the God, 


WW But 
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[136 ] 
But 7ove, ſecure of what he loy'd fo Dear, ) 
With haſty Flight, he made the diſtant Shore, | 
And Leapt the D:ep, tho he Europa Bore : 

She call'd her Play-fellows, but all 1a vain, 
He left his Heaven above, for her, not them ; 
The Sea once Gaind, the Foaming Waves he 
( Ircacs, 
Waoena!l tie Watery People more their Heads; 
The Sea- Ny mphs pay their Homage to tne Pair, 
But Worſhip 7ove himſelf, no more than her ; 
Prodizious Whales their mighty Bodies Move, 
For \Neprime Taught the Honours due to Jove, 
And be himſelf appear'd amidſt the Throng, 
Vile Trirons tweetly ſung the Marri'ge Song, 

Thus was E:ropa 1n the Deep Careſt, 

A Debt bur juſt, to her that Fove had Bleſt ; 

But fill, her Country lefr, Companions too, 

An1 yet no Shore ſhe {aw, no Mountain knew, 

'Twas Heaven all above, 'twas Sca below : 

A. fight fo ſad, Oblig'd the Nymph to ſay, 


Whoeer thou art, that thus canſt make thy 
( Way, 


Where wou'dſt thou have thePoor Europa ſtray ! 
Ships 


| 
| 


[Þ 
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What Drink czn I in Biiny Waters find ? 
\/hat Meat ? if th'art a God, like Heav'n be 

( Kind, 
Condudt me Back, and !eave me there behind: 
Dolphins avoid the Land, and Bulls the Se, 
But L2nd, or Water, als the (lame to thee ; 
Next thoult with Wings, like Birds,perhaps pre- 

( pare, 

To Mount the Skies, and Cut the Yielding Air. 
Unhappy Maid ! folate my Mather's Tire, 
With whom I Wander now, unknown, or where, 
Kind Nepr:me hear thy Suppliant's Pray'r, 
Grant me Relict, and Eaſe my Wonderous Fear, 
Allay'd atone by this, in hopes that you, 
May prove the God, that Bears Europa now. 
At this the Ball, in happy {it Accents ſpoke, 
And Fove diſcover*d, ia each Wore, and Look, 
Fear not E:ropa, Heavens peculiar Gare, 
'Tis he ConduRts you, that defign'd you Fair, 
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eps big as Mountains,turo'the Seas have Neer'ds 


zut Balls | thought, the Wares had always fear'd; 
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Your Guide with Tohunder ſhakes the Sky, 
When Earth or Heav'n diſputes his Majeſty, 
And ſhall he fear the Surges of the Sea 7 ( 


Crete ſhall Receive my Charge, and own you 


( Qneen, 


No Ruſfling Cares ſhall ever Interveen, 

Betwixt this Day, acd Apes yet unſeen : 

Lockt in your Arms, in Balmy Joyes Þll ije, 

And then, my Dear, Þll prove Divinity, 

A Race of Heroes ſhall Europa Grace, 

Their Father's Courage,with their Mother's Face, 


Theſe prove their Force, and make the Trem- 
( bling Earth, 


Admire their Power, and freely own their Birth. 


Thus while he ſpoke, her Ghaſtly Thoughts all 
| ( Fled, 


And willingly Exropa loſt her Maiden-Head. 


Il. 
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Ioyll. 2. 
Bions EPIT APH. 


Eep all ye Woods, in mournful WhiCl- 
( pers Breath, 


And tell the Neighb'ring Groves of B:on's Death ; 
Ye Marmyring Brooks, the Fatal News declare, 
*Till diſtant Seas the diſmal Tidings hear ; 

Ye tender Plants Lament, your Loſs Bemoan, 


No more your juices boaſt, your Virtues own, 
'Tis juſt you periſh, when your B10z's gone : 


Ye ſpringing Flowers, with-hold your Fragrant 
( Smell], 


Ye Roſes, Violets, and Cowſlips tell, 
How good he liv'd, how much lamented fell. | 
Sing ye Sicilian Muſes Bior's Fate, | 
For only youcan ſound a Grief ſo great. | 
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Let tuneful Philomel, from thickeſt Boughs, 
In dying Notes,the Herdimair's Death diſcloſe» > 
: Till Arcthuſa's ſtreams receive the News ; 
The Doric Muſe no Jonger loves the Plains, 
But hatcs the Herdſmen, and their Skill diſdains, 
When Zion ſung, ſo gopd his Song, his Theme, 
She proudly boaſted, what ſhe heard from him. 
Ye Swans, that ſporting on the Warers Play, 
Droop all your Wiags, and Weep the Fatal Day, 
12 Notes, f{uch as were his, your Tuncful Voices 
( Iry, 
No Common Breath ſhou'd found his Elegy ; 
Acquaint the Diſtant Virgins with your Song, 
That oiten heard the Mulick of his Tongue, 


And Sigh'd, as Mov?d by that, his Wonderous 
(Skill, ) 


But Panting Breaſts, and Wiſhing Eyes reveal, 


What they, unhappy Nymphs, wou'd fain con- 
( ceal. / 
Sing ye Stcilian Muſes, Bior's Fate, hs 


For only you can ſound a Grief ſo great. 


'The Cows, ſolate,th” Irdalgent Herdſman's carc, 
Refuſe their Food, and YY ander any where, 


No 
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No more,2n Aged Oak ſhall boall he ate, 
And kindly made her ſwelling Root his Seat ; 


| No mare, her Liſt'ning Boughs ſhall hear him 
| ; ( Play, 
And Curſe the Wind, that bore the Sound away. Il 


Sing ye Sicilian Muſes, Bion's Fate, 


= I = 
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For only you can ſound a Grief fo great. 
W hen firſt his D:ath the great Apollo knew, | 
He Mourn'd , they Satyrs Wept, Priapns too, | | 
Pan miſt his Notes, and lighing, ſadly ſaid, | | 
Lament ye Nympbhs, the Ariful Bioz's dead ; | | 
| The lining Eccho, in her Cavern 1's, 
As Bin dumb, and ſcorns the Vulgar Noiſe, il 
The Trees refuſe their Fruit,their Leaves all Caf, 
And Withering Flowers fondly Breath their laſt, 


The Dolphin Weeps, and Wanders o'er the 
Shore, 
The Nightingale, in Notes unknown before, 


By Grief inſtructed, fings the Word, No more, 


The thonſand Birds beſide, ſo late his Care, 
Aitrighted, tell their Parents what they hear, 


And gratefully ts ling his Death prepare, 


Bat 
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But who ſhall cer Attempt his Oaten Pipe, 


So lately ſounded by ſo Sweet a Lip; 
The Eccho keeps the happy Songs he made, 
Pan has his Pipe, but Pan to Play's affraid. 
Sing ye Sicilian Muſes, Bior's Fate, 
For only you can ſpeak a Grief ſo great. | 
Poor Galatea Weeps, ſhe who ſo late, 
Admir'd his Strains, and liſPning ſate 
And often Wiſh'd, ſhe.cou'd his Songs repeat. 
Had Cyclop Play d like him, his Tunes ſo good, 
The Nymph had follow'd, never Fled the God, 
For B:or's ſake, ſhe Treads the loneſom Shore, 
And Feeds the Herds, with him ſhe Fed before ; 
No more endearing Songs, the Muſes Boaſt, 


With him their Soggs are gone, their Numbers 
( loſt, 


No more the Tender Virgins Kiſſes Move, 

No more they hear the Stories of his Love : 
Attend ye Loves, and ſpeak your Yenus Loſs, 
More than Adonis ſhe her Bior's was. 
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| When Homer Dy*d, Calpe ſhe Sung, 
And told the Wonders of her Homer's Tongue, 


How he cou'd Move, 'or Thunder in his Song : 
Bion a Bard, as great as he, s no more, 


| His Thoughts as good, his Verſe, his Skill, hig 1 
| ( Pow'r if 


One drunk the Stream from Pegaſus that flow'd,» 
The other Arethn/a's, full as good ; 

One told of Wars, what Wonders ſome had done, 
As Mentlaus, and great Theris Son : | 
The other ſung his Par, his Paz his Care, | 
His Par, the Virgins, and his Herds, bis Fezr 3 
He taught the Youth tr attempt the lovely Prite, | 
And tell his Heart, by ſpeaking with his Eyes ; | 


He taught the Nymph, to Move the Rovugheſt 
( Swain, 


And make him ſigh, admire, and dye in vain, | 
And own a Conqueſt, when ſhe pleas'd toReign. 
Sing ye Sici:an Muſes, Bion's Fate, 


For only you can ſound a Grief ſo great. 
Vaſt Cities Mourn'd, that once admir'd his Songy 
Not 4ſera, for her Heſiod, wept ſo lorg : 


Boetian 
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Boetian Woods their lofty Pindar ſpar'd, 

With leſs ReluCtance, than his Death they heard . 
The ſtrong Wall'd Lesbus, lov'd Alcens leſs, 
And Ccins City will the ſame Confeſs ; 

Parns Archilochus lov'd leſs by far, 

And Mitylena Sappho, tho? her Care; 

Auſonan Strains, my Numbers Move, 

Such as the Muſes, and their Broy, love, 

Whoſe Pipe,rather than all his Herds, I'de have, 
The Plants, the Produtt of a Fruitful Earth, 
They dye like us, but know a ſecond Birth ; 


But Man, tho great, tho good, tho Alton, tho? 
( Wiles 


Can dye but once, and never more mult riſe : 
Cou'd any thing Exempt, our Bror's Skill 

Had ſav'd the Bard, and all had known him till ; 
"Twas Poyſon kill d him, but 'twas very ſtrange, 
His ſweeter Breath the Poyſon did not Change. 
O that I, as Orphers once, cou'd Tread, 

Or, as Alcides, or Vlyſſes did, 

Ide quickly pay a Vilit to his ſhade. 
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And if he Plays below, I'de bear, and ſee, 


What MoYes, what Strains, will pleaſe the Deity, 


In vain Eurydice had Orpheus Mourn'd, 
Wichout his Muſick ſhe had neer return'd, 
As Orphers her, may I, my Friend receive, 


[i] Pipeto Try, and Dye, to make him live. 


Anacreon, O DE 


E Hen ſilent Night, the Wand'ring Signs 
Ly (employ 'd, 


KI And Weary Mortals welcome S{cep 
( enjoy*d, 

Young Cupid came, and made a Woefn] Notie, 

Knocking, and caliing, with a load, ſhrill Voice, 

Oren your Doors, my Friend, no harm I'll do, 

I'm but a Boy, a very young one too, 

All Wet, ave Wander*dia a Rainy Night, 
The Moon, or Stars, ſcarce giving any Ligi 


Moved by ſo ſad a Tale, I haſty r30, 


- — DD <—_ 4 Aa 
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And ſtruck a Light, and let the Traveller in, 
Amaz'd! I ſaw a Youth all Arard appear, 
A Quiver, Bow, and Pointed Arrows Bear, 


He haſted to the Fire, his Form ſcarce ſeen, 


"Till 1 drew near, and Warm his _—_ with 
( mine, 


The Cold by th' HeatexpelÞPd, he Pertly ſpoke, 
Let us go take my Bow, my Friend, and look, c 
If all is Right, for if it's ſpoyl'd I'm Broke. 

He drew his Bow, and by a Wonderous Slight, 
Tarough all my Fleſh, my very Heart he Hit, j 


A Frenzy ſiez?d me, and I Feel it yet. 


ODE 12. Anac. 
The Swallow. 


SG thou damn'd Diſturber of my Relt, 


Thou Pratling Swallow, worſt of all thy 
( Neſt, 


How ſhall I Puniſh thee ? for PII no more 


Endure thy Early Noiſe, as heretoiore ; 


What 
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| Whatif IClipt thy Wings ? or Cut thy Tongue * 
As Terens, Philomela ferv'd when Young ? 

For when Bathi/las Moves with ſofteſt Charms, 
And I all Melting Lye withia his Arms, 

The Boy I looſe, by your Confounded Note, 
Sooften Eccho'd through your Squeaking Throat, 


ODE 15. Anac. 


Valne not great Gyges Wealth, not TI, 
| Nor all the Gold the Richeſt Kings enjoy, 
Give me Refreſhing Oyntments, that are Fine, 
And Oyl, to make my Beard and Temples ſhine ;, 
Let ſweeteſt Roſes Grace each Curling Hair, 
And thus Adornd, than they, I'm greater far, 
To Day I'll live, and make it all my Own, 


For who can tell the Curſe to Morrow may bring 
( on ? 
Then take great Bacchus, all my Sacrifice, 
Let ſome invidious, Damn'd Diſcaſe, 
Shou'd think I'ad Drunk enough, and bid me 
( Ceaſe. 
x ODE 
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i p 4) 


py ' E ” . . - "> *® : 
S Bacenus wth his FIery Face 15 ſeen, 


'So [, wha Drank,a Hero, ! ooKfike him : 


Richer tnan C-2/: too, I'ſeem to be, 
And thinking [9, at le: 2 vm fall 45 Rich'ss neoch 
I Eaugh, and Sing, as ; happy Mortals ds, 


Ad Vy :hen the Ivy C Caap plc ts D- ck 1 my Brow, 


VF 


E fcorn whatever elie | Is found Bc low, 

/ Noiſe of War make eS ſome i in H iſte get up 
\When they take t their "Arms; [take my Eup, 
For | have otren nm 4's Drinking (aid, 


L'ad-rathcr far be very Drunk, thai Dead, 


O D E. . 40. 


Hiie Cupid ſnatcht ſome Notes "Ol a 
Rene On '-( Tree, 


Thowghtle of Harm, an envious, ſpiteful Bee, 2 
Fixes 


_ 
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Fixes her Sting, and Draws his Tender Blood ; 
The Boy Afrighted, Shrieks, and Crys aloud, 
And Runs, and F lys, to tell bis Wretched Fate, 
More fad by much, than ever happen'd yet ; 
Venus receives him with a Parent's Care, 

But ſtill his Wound Torments him with new Fear, 
1 Dye, | Dye, I Dye, I'm Kill'd, he ſayd, 

Tis Moment, Mother, you will ſee me Dead, 

A lictle Prickly Serpent, ſuch as Fly, 

| I think the People ſay it 15 a Bee, 

' Afulted me, and ſtung me as you ſee. 

Venus {mild and Kilt her Son, and ſaid, 

The Danger's not ſo great as you're affraid ; 

If little Bees cad ſting with ſo much Force, 


Yout Pointed Darts, my Dear, muſt needs be 
( Worſe, 


—— 


ODE 52. 
The Roſe. 


The Roſe, the Sweeteſt, Deareſt Offering; 


| Sing the Happy Produdtt of the Spring, 
L It's 
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It's Fragant Smel!, like that of Heavn above, 
Coinmands at once, our Wonder, and our Love, 
The Graces chooſe it in their Amorous Play, 

W hea fineſt Dreſt, with this alone they're Gay ; 
The Prickly Arms that Nature has beſtow'd, 


Proves thee much more her Care, and not leſs 
( Good, 

For it with theſe the Gatherer you hurt, 

A ful] Amends your OJors make him for't ; 

\\'hen Preſt, the ſofteſt Boſom may Admir, 

Aad tho! 'twas Fine before, tis ſtil more Sweet ; 

Bacchus invites thee, as a Welcome Guelt, 

When e*cr the Deity prepares a Fcalt; 

Aurora, when ſhe Riſes, views thy Form, 

And Grants thy B:auttes Finer than her own ; 

The Ny mphs, with Roſes, al! Adorn their Bed, 

And Cyprian Venus, by the Poets too is ſaid, 

To Bluſh with ſuch, or ſcarce ſo good a Red: 


Thou art a Med'cine to the Fainting Sick, 

\Vhen Nature ſinks, thou Fetcheſt back the Weak, 
Or if they Dye, thou keep'lt their Bodies ſweet, 
In ſpite of Time, and all the Iojurics of. it ; 


W hen 
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When Poets prove thy firſt, and mighty Birth, 
They bring thy Origin from Heav'n, not Earth, 
To ſpring with Yenus, when the Foamirg Sea, 
Gave Venus Birth, her Sweets they ſay, gave Thees 


— —— = w__ 


— 
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ODE 28. 
To a Painter. 


\int me, Great Artiſt, my Clarinda's Face, 
PP... Shape, and all the Beauty's that ſhe has 3 
And if your Colours will aCmic a Gum, 

Draw her with all the Odors that Perfume, 

Or give her Breath,and there's no need of them. 
Paint her with Eyes, that woud a Hermi: Mov-, 
Ard m3ke him leave his Cell, and Owa his Love ; 
AMinerya's never Darted ſuch a Flame, 

Nor was Great /<nus, greater Power, like them : 
Mike her Endearing Checks with lovely Red, 
Like Virgin Bluſhes in the Marii'ge Bed ; 

Her Pleaſing Lips, with Extaſie of Bliſs, 

A Prince wou'd give a Kinzdotn for a Riis, 


LY Paint 


i 
k 
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Paint her, when ſtrongeſt Paſhons' Heave her 
( Brealt, 


And leave a Deep Impreſſion to be Ghelt; £ 
Cou'd Pulſes in your-Colours Dance like Hers, -b 
The Warld wou'dquickly Turn ldolaters, -- - 
The Paiater's Skill exceed the Poet's Thought, 
And all Mankind wou'd:-Wonder at.your-Art 3 
But Draw her Gaggpas albber Actions are, 

In ſuch a Garb. as Veſtal Virgins Wear, 

Yet 1i you cao, let,ſame {mall-parc befeen,. 

To tell the many Thouſand Charms within. 
Enough : Her Farm js fixt within my Eye, - 

Il} Draw her thus, and all, the World ſhall ſee, | 
The piceſt, Piece that e'er a Painter Drew, . | 


_ Yookings Thinking, Speaking too. - | 


— 


—— — — 


The Second 19l of Bio 


"Youth A ht in a ; Wood, | 
'' With eager Haſt-his Game purſy CY | 

VVhere ſpotting Cupid ſoon appear'd 

The Foy of- Cupid neer had heard ; 
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But pleas'd, to-ſee a Bird; tho' high, 

So Tame; as if it coud not Fly, 

His Arrows Fixt, his Bow he Drew, 

Bat all his Arrows awkward Flew, 

VVhile Cupid leapd from Bough to Bough ; 
His Arrows ſpent, away he'ran, 

VVhere ſoon he met an Older-Man, 

And told him all, and C#pid ſhow'd, 

The God ſtill Perching in the YVood : 
The Old Man ſmil'd, and told the Boy ,” + 
No Arrows cou'd that Game deſtroy : 


' Be gone, he ſaid, your Sport give o'er; 
To Kill that Bird's in no Mar's Pow'r, 
When Prompring Nature ſpeaks you F It, 
| The Bird that now will not be Hit, 
Will then upon your Shoulders fir. © + -- 


The Third 14. of Bion 


T NJ Hen .bappy Dreams, which make the 
( Wretched'Bleſt, 


Had Baniſh'd Cares, and Chard my 
' *( Soul toReff, 


Amaz'd, 


— 
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Amaz'd, methoughts I ſaw a Goddeſs ſtand, 
Holding a little Wanton by the Hand ; 

My Head 1 Moy'd, my Weary Body Bow'd, 
Fhinking the Airy Phantom wou'd have Fled : 
When Yexzs told me, ſhe had Cpid brought, 

To learn to Sing, ( an Art I ſome times Taught ) 
This ſaid, The Goddeſs ſmil'd, and left her Soh, 
Fond of my Charge, I Paſtorals begun ; 

I ſhow'd how Par, with happy Strains was Mov'g, 
What Sounds Avollo, and Minerva, lov'd ; 

But ſporting C#pia, ſtill Untaught, Remain'd, 
Laugh'd at my Method, and my Skill diſdain, 
A thouſand little Wanton Songs begun, 

And told me Stories,what the Gods had done, 
Who lov'd his Mother, who her Favour Won. 
White I, pleagd with tl? endearing Thought, 
Knew what he ſaid, but what I did, Forgot. 


2 00 » 
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Anacreon, O DE 50. 


Acchus Deſcends, and leavs his Heaven 
( above, 


To Teach us how to drink,and how to love) 
| He 
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He makes us in our Cups, all Great, and Wite, 
And ſcorn the Threatning Dangers that Ariſe; 
The ſtrongeſt Wine, the ſoonelt do's inſpire, 
And gives a double Portion of Love's Fire ; 
Enſar*'d by Wine, no Tedious Diſeaſe 

Diſturbs our Mirth, or Dares our Body fieze; 


"4 


Our Spirits are Sublime, Refin'd, and Free, 
And like our Notions, Airy, Brisk, and Gay ; 
Our Pleaſing Joys are Conſtant too, and long, 
For when the Vintage, and the Seaſon's done, 


_—_—— 


ODE 56. 


A kind ſucceeding Vintage ſtill comes on, 
Y Hoary Temples ſpeak me very Old, 
And all my Crown once Corer*d, now 


M ( all Bald, 


Youth hath withdrawn her Image from my Face, 


And made.my Mouth, the Force of Time Confels ; 
The ſmall Remaias of Life are a'moſt ſpent, 

And VVeakn'd Nature ſtaggers, and I Faint, 

To thiak the loneſam, Melancholy Road, 


The Journey to the Shades, the Dead all Tread, 
The 
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The S:ygean God?s Infernal Seat's ſo Deep, 

So Pitchy Dark, as well as Wonderous Steep ! 
Secure he keeps the Paſſengers Below, 

And none Return, to tell us what they do. 


A DREAM. 

Dreamt, and in my Dream, mcthoughts I ſaw, 
T:. Good Anacreon, he call*d me too ; 
I Ran with haſt, and ſoon Embrac'd the Bard, 
Wonder'd to ſee Anacreon, but not Scard ; 
His Viſage ſpoke him Old, but Fair, and Clear, 
Comely, and Merry, as he always Were, 
His Lips were Colour'd, and his Breath as Fine, 
As when alive, Perfum'd with Richeſt Wine ; 
Young Cupid Waited on him, as a Friend, 
And when he Reel'd, he held him by the Hand ; 
The Poet Kindly gave me, as I Stood, 
A well Choſe Garland, Rich, and very Good, 
I Fondly Fixt the Preſent to my Head, 
Proud of a Gift the Great Anacreor made, 
And ever ſince the Fatal Time I knew, 
I Thirſt like him, and Burn as Lovers do. 

Ee. " | }F 1IMNIS. 
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